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To her Grace the 


Dutcheſs of OR HO N D. 


HE privilege of Poetry (or it may be the va- 
nity of the pretenders to it) has given em A 
kind of right to pretend, at the ſame time, to 
the favour of thoſe, whom their high birth and excel- 


lent qualities have plac'd in a very diſtinguiſhing man- 


ner above the ret of the world. If this be not a re- 
ceiv'd maxim, yet | am ſure I am to wiſh it were, that 
I may have at leaſt ſome kind of excuſe for laying this 
Tragedy at your Grace's feet. I have too much reaſon 
to fear that it may prove but an indifferent entertain- 
ment to your Grace, ſince if I have any way ſucceeded 


in it, it has been in deicribing thoſe violent paſſions which 


have been always ſtrangers to fo happy 2 temper, and 
ſo noble and fo exalted a virtue as your Grace is miſ- 
trel; of. Yet for all this, I cannot but confeſs the va» 
nity which I have, to hope that there may be ſome- 
thing ſo moving in the misfortunes and diſtreſs of the 
play, as may be not altogether un'vorthy of your Grace's 
pity. Tuis is one ct the mean deligns of Tragedy, to 


excite this generous pity in tne greateſt minds, may paſs. 


for ſome kind of ſucceſs in this way of writing. I am 
ſenſible of the preſumption I am guilty of by this hope, 
and how much it is that I pretend to in your Grace's 
approbation ; if it be my good fortune to meet with any 
little ſhare of it, I ſhall always look upon it as much 
more to me than the general applauſe of the Theacre, 
or even the praiſe of a good critick. Your Grace's 

A 2 name 
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n2me is the beſt protection this play can hope for, ſince 
the world, Al- natur'd as it is, agrees in an univerſal re. 
ſpect and deference for your Grace's perſon and charac- 
ter. In ſo cenſorious an age as this is, where malice 
furniſhes cut all the publick converſations, where every 
body pos and is pull d to pieces of courſe, and where 
tnere is hard ſuch a thing as being merry, but at ano- 
ther's expence; yet by a publick and uncommon juſtice 
to the Dutcheſs of Ormord, ber name has never been 
mention d, but as it ought, the“ ſhe has beauty enough 
to provoke Cetraction from the faireſt of her own lex, 
and virtue enough to make the looſe ard defclute of the 
other a very formidable party) her enemies. Inftead of 
this the 


/ agre. to lay ucthirg of her but what fhe de- 


ever, part of her character is juſt, and that ihe is the 
beſt reward for one cf the gregteſt hero's this age has 
preduc'd., Thie, Madam, is wat you maſt allow 
peopꝭe every here to ſay; thoſe whom you thal tene 
behind you in Erglard will have ſomething further to 
add, the lots we {i all ſaf er by your G:ace's journey to 
tr land; the Queen's pleature, ard the 1mpaticnt willes 
of that naticn are about to Cepiive us of two of cur 
Public ornaments. But there is no argving againſt 
teaions fo prevalent as theſe. Thoſe who ball lament 
your Grace's ab/ence will yet acquieice in the witcom 
ard juſtice of her Majclly's choice: among all u hoſe 
17.1 favours none coud be fo agreeable, upon a thowe 
fard :ccounts, to that pt oP:e, as the Duke of Oz uoxb. 
Vii what joy, what acclamations ſhall they meet à 
governor, who beſide their ſoimer obligations to his 
family, has ſo lately ventur'd his life ard fortune for 
their preſervation : what duty, what ſubmiſſion ſhall 
they not pay to that authority which the Queen has de- 
I-1:.:c4 to a perton ſo dear to em; ard with what ho- 
nuar, what rc{rect mall they reccive your Grace, when 
they look upon you as the nobleſt and bett pattern her 
AMuijely could ſcrd em, of her own royal goodnels, and 
perional virtu.s? they ſhall behold your Grace wy 
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the ſame pleaſure the Eng/z/ ſhall take when ever it 
ſhall be their good fortune to ſee you return again to 
your native country, In Ergland your Grace is become 
a publick concern, and as your going away will be at- 
tended with a general ſorrow, ſo your return ſhall give 
as general a joy, and to none of thoſe many, more 
than to, | 


MA4DAM, 
Your Gract's 


Moſt 8bedient, aun 


Mai burible Servant, 


N. ROWE. il; 
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PROLOGUE. 


k 
Spoken originally by Mr. Betterton, pl 


ONG tas the Fate of lings and empires been 
The comeren bas'neſi of the tragick ſcene, 
fs if mitfurture nova the throne her {cat, 
And none ccu'd le unit 99, but th: great. 
Dear, "tis true, ce buys the crown he acta, 
Lind many ce the mi; li menarch's cares: 
EB; far, ign foes and rome tred factiens pres, | 
<W are the joys he knots, and ſhort his hours of reſt. 
St, ics like theſe with v.onder Wwe may hear, 
Put fer renite and in a higher ſphere, 
e 1a cen tit) what eve ne er can ſhare. 
Like d gent betths of the Pole and Swede, 
1. D 7 15 gel ci tian 0 &r c gte read, 
Care liſt for who all fail or who /ucceed. 
Therefore an bumblir th me our auther chiſe, 
of! me/anchaly tale of private WES? 
No princes here left rezalty bemoan, 
But yea fall nit with ſirrows like your UN 3 
HF. re oc 1Tfericus Ile his ul treat, 
A tercly as endition dies the great; 
Cee Pore fe 1 cecci u paſſicns rage by turn, 
He ficrce the youth with ey and rupture L urns, 
Aint vv to death fer beauty loſt he mourns, 
Let ms rice tofte the pret's art arraign, 

if ſome frail aicicus charatter he fergn: 
be writes fhen'd ill let nature be his care, | 
Ax brades awith lights, and not paint all things fair, 


Bu! ſheer ve men aανẽa/ um A As they are. 


IWith d.jererce ts the foir he bud me ſoy, 

Few to fer fecticn t Der fund the TAY 3 

A in many farts are knount excel, | 
Bat auer. co / urd fer gne to act all duc; N 
er fuftly life ſeculil through cach ſorne commend, 

7 he maid, the wife, the ** H 224 he friend: 

71 age bis true,” U great iat ce ſcen, 

And grad R in juſtice nidas that cre a queen. 


EPT 


EPILOGUE. 


originally by Mrs. Bracegirdl:,, who play's 
Spoken orig r play d 


ima. 


OU fee the trippling dame could find no favour, 
* Dearly ſhe paid fer breech of good behaviour, 


Vr could her lowing huſband's fondneſs ſave her. 5 
ltalian Jadics lead Fut ſcurvy lives. 

There's dreadful dealing with elapiug wwives ;; 

Thus ig, becauſe their huſband are otey'd 

By farce of laws, which for themſelves they made. 

With tales of old preſcriptions th. y confine, 

The right of marriage rule to their male line, 

Ard huff, and domineer by right divine, 

Hd we the prv'r, we'd make the tyrants know, 

Wheat "tis to fail in duties which they we z; 

e teach the ſaunt ring ſquire, who loves to roam, 

Fir, etful of his dear ſpouſe cd home; 

Il bs ſxtars at night ſupinely by her /ide, 

'Tavas not for this the nuptial inet a5 ty d. 

The pledding pettyfogger, and the cit, 

Have learn'd at laſi this modern away of wit : 

Fach ill. l rid, ſenſeleſs rogue, tho n"v+ jo dull, 

H th' impud nce to think his avife a fool; 

He fend the night. aubert merry wwags reſort, 

With jrking cluls and eighteen-prnny fort, 

While ſhe poor ſeul's contented to regale, 

B; a ſad ſea-coal fire, with wwhigs and ale. 

Wl may the cuckold mc ling tribe find grace, 

| Ard fill an abſent huſoand's empty luce: 

Hau would ter bring conſt. cy in faſhion, 

Jiu men muſt fi begin the reformation. 

Then hall the golden age of love return, 

No turtle for her wand" ring mate all mourn ; 

N foreign charm ſhall cauſe domeſiic ſtrife, 
But ev'ry marry'd man jr! toaft his Wife 3 
Phillis h not be ta the country [ nt, 

For Carnival; in town t: Ree” a tedious Lent: 
Lampeons ſhall ceaſe, and invinus ſcntal die, 


And all hall live in peace, like my $039-man and J. 


Dra- 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Sciolto, a Nobleman of Genoa, 
Father to Caliſta. F Mr. Beam. 


Altamont, a young Lord, in love 
with Caliſta, and deftgn'd her Mr. Rf. 
Huſoand by Sciolto. 

Horatio, his friend. Mr. Sheridan. 


Lothario, FO oung Lord, Enemy to 
SEE : Mr. Digger. 


Roſlano, his Fricnd. Mr. Maurice. 


WOMEN. 
Caliſta, Daughter to Sciolto. Mrs. Band. 


Lavinia, Sifter 10 Altamont, and 
Wife ts Horatio. a Mrs. Mezen. 


Lucilla, Confident to Caliſta, Mrs. Kune 


Servants toe Scioito. 


8 C E N E Sciolto's Palace and Cards, 2 
of the Street near it, m1 GENO 4 
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SCENE a Garden belenging to Sciolto' Palace. 
Ester Altamont ard Horatio. 


ALT AMONT. 
E T this auſpicious day be ever ſacred, 

L No modrning no misfortunes h-. ppen on it, 
Le: it be mak t lor triumphs and rejoicings, 
I happy los ers ever make it holy, 
Cue ic to blels their hopes, and crown their wiſhes, 
125 bes by day that gives me Cæ Hg. 

Ves Alle nent; to day thy better ſtars 
* Jain d. to ſhed their kindeſt influence on thee: 
Ss noble hand, that rais'd thee firſt, 
Ealf dead and dioopi g or thy father's grave, | 
Compleats its bounty, and eſtores thy naine It 
19 that hizh rank and luſtre which it boaded, 


& 
B: ore angratet fil Gama had forgot 1 
Ihe meric of thy godlike father's arms ; : 1 


B-tore that country which he long had ſerv'd, 
In watchtul councils, ard in winter camps, 

Had cafl off his white age to want and w retchedneſs, 
Aid made their court to faction by his ruin. 
At. On great ce oh my more than father! = 
Let me not ive bat at thy very name, 
My eager kcart ſprings up, and leaps with joy. 

* 3 { forget the valt debt I ove thee, 

Forget! (but tis impoſſible) then let me 

Forget the uſe and privilege of reaſon, | 

Be driv'n from the commerce of mankind, | 

To ander in the defart among brutes, 

To bar the various fury of the ſeaions, 

The night's und holeſom dew and nuon-day's heat, 

To be the ſcorn ct carth and curl: of heay'n. 3 
7. 


19 The Fair Penitem. 
Hor. So open, ſo unbounded was his goodneſs, 


It reach d ev'n me, becauſe I was thy friend. 
When that great man I lov'd, thy noble father, 
B queath'd thy gentle ſiſter to my arms, 

His laſt dear pledge and legacy of friendſhip, 
That happy tye made me Sies fon ; 

He cail'd us his, and with a parent's fondneſs 
Indulg'd us in his wealth, bleſt us with plenty, 
Heal'd all our cares, and ſweeten'd love itſelf. 


Alt. Py heav'n, he found my fortunes ſo abandon'd, - 
That nothing but a miracle could raiſe em; 8 
My father's bounty, and the ſtate's ingratitude, Er- 
Had ſtrip'd bim bare, nor eft him ev'n a grave, Ad 
Undone myſelf, and ſinking with his ruin, Th 
I had no wealth to bring, nothing to fuccour him, J 0 


But fruitlets tears | Th 
Her. Vet what thou cou'dſt thou did'ſt, 


Ag | : ; 6 
And 41d it like a fon; wheu his hard creditors, - 
Urg'd and allifted by Lethuris's father, Bu 


(Foe to thy ioule, and rival of their greatnel.) ＋. 
By ſentence of the cruel law, forbid 
His venerable corps to reſt in earth, 
Thou gav'|t thy felf a ranſom for his bones; A 
With piety uncommon, didſt give up 
1ky hopeful youth to ſlaves who ne'er knew mercy, C 
gur unre.cnting, money-loving villains, 7 
Who laugh at human nature and foryjvencſs, 7 
And are like fiends the factors for Celtrucyion, } 
Heay'n. who beheld the pious act, approv dit, . 
And bad Scielto's bounty be its proxy, 0 
To bleſs thy filial virtue with abundance. 
Alt. But ſe he comes, the author of my happineſs, 
The man who ſav'd my lite from deadly forrow, 
Who bids my days be bleſt with peace and plenty, 
Ard ſatisfies my foul with love and beauty. 
Enter Sciolto, he runs to Altamont and embraces him. 
Sci. Joy to thee, Altamont ! joy to myielt ! 
Joy to this happy morn, that makes thee mine, 
That kindly grants what nature had deny'd me, 
And makes me father of a ſon like thee. 
Alt. My father! oh let me unlace my breaſt, 
Pour out the fulneſs of my {cul before you, 


Show 


The Fair Penitent. 11 


cow ev'ry tender, ev'ry grateful thought, 

This wond'rous goodnets itirs. But tis impoſlible, 
And utterance all is vile; ſince I can only 

Sear you reign here, but never tell how much. 

Sci. It is enough; I know thee, thou art honeſt ; 
Goodneſs innate, and worth heredita 
Are in thy mind; thy noble father's virtues 
Spring freſhly forth, and bloſſom in thy youth. 

Alt. Thus heav'n from nothing rais'd his fair creation, 
And then with wond'rous joy beheld its beauty, } 
Well pleas'd to ſee the excellence he gave. 

Sa. Oh noble youth! I ſwear fince firſt I knew thee, 
Ev'n from that day of forrows when I ſaw thee, 

Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial tears, 

The mourner and redeemer of thy father, 

I ſet thee down and ſeal'd thee for my own: 

Thou art my ſon, ev'n near me as Caliſta. 

Horatio and Lavinia too are mine; [ Embraces Horatio, 
All are my children, and ſhall ſnare my heart. 

But wherefore waſte we thus this happy day? 

The laughing minutes ſummon thee to joy, 

And with new pleaſures court thee as they paſs ; 

The waiting bride ev'n chides thee for delaying, 

And ſwears thou com ſt not with a bridegroom's haſte. 

Ale. Oh! I could hope there was one thought of Aa- 

One kind remembrance in Ca/;/a's breaſt, 
The winds, with all their wings will be too flow 
To bear me to her feet. For oh ! my father, 
Amidſt this ſtream of joy that bears me on, 
Bleſt as I am, and honour'd in your friendſhip, 
There is one pain that hangs upon my heart. 

Sci. What means my ſon ? 

Alt. When at your interceſſion, 

Laſt night Calla yielded to my happineſs, 
juſt e er we parted, as I ſeal'd my vows 
With rapture on her lip, I found her cold, 
As a dead lover's ſtatue on his tomb ; 
A riling ſtorm of paſſion ſhook her breaſt, 
eyes a piteous ſhow'r of tears let fall, 
And then ſhe figh'd as if her heart was breaking, 
With all the tendereſt eloquence of love 
I beg'd to be a ſharer in her grief; 


Dont. 


But 


I2 The Fair Penitent, 


But ſhe, with looks averſe, and eyes that froze me, 
Sadly reply'd, her forrows were her own, 
Not in a father's power to diſpoſe of. 
Sci. Away! it is the cozenage of their ſex, 
One of the common arts they practiſe on us, 
To ſigh and weep, then when their hearts beat high, 
With e peciation of their coming joy : 
Thou haſt in camps, and fgliting helds been bred, 
Unknowing in the ſubtelties of women; 
The virgin bride, who ſwoons with deadly fear, 
To ſee the end of all her wiſhes near, 
When bluſhing from the light and publick eyes, 
To the kind covert of the night ſhe flies, 
With equal fires to meet the bridegroom moves, 
Melts in his arms, and with a loo e the loves, [Ext. 
E:ter Lothario and Roſtano. 
Loth. The father and the huſband ! 
Reh. Let them pals, 
They ſaw us not. 
Loth. I care not if they did, 
Ere long I mean to meet em face to ſace, 
And gaul em with my tirumph o'er Cal. 
Rog. You lov'd her once. | 
Loth. I lik'd her, wou'd have marry'd her, 
Put that it pleas'd her father to refuſe me, 
To make this honovrable fool her huſband ; 
For which, if I forget him, may the ſhame 
I mean, to brand his name with. ick on mine. 
R She, gentle foul, was kinder than her father. 
Leth. She was, and oft in private gave me hearing. 
'Ti!! by long liit ning to the ſoothing tale, 
At length her eaſy heart was wholly mine. 
N. I have ha d you oft deſcribe her, haughty, in- 
ſolent, 
And fierce with high diſdain; it moves my wonder 
That virtue thus defended, ſhou'd be yielded 
A prey to looſe deſires. 
L:th. Hear. then Il! tell thee. 
Once in a lone. and ſecret hour of night, 
When cv'ry eye was clos'd, and the pale moon 
And ſtars alone, ſhone conſcious of the theft, 
Hot with tine »/c.7 grape, and high in blood, 


Hapl'y 
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Hap!'y I ftole unheeded to her chamber, 
75 That minute ſure was lucky. 
Loth. Oh was great. 
J found the fond, believing, love- ſick maid, 
Looſe, unatir'd, warm, tender, full of withes ; 
Fierceneſs and pride, the guardians of her honour, 
Were charm'd to reſt, and love alone was waking. 
Within her riſing boſom all was calm, 
As peaceful ſeas that know no ſtorms, and only 
Are gently lifted up and down by tides. 
I ſnatch'd the glorious, golden opportunity, 
And with prevailing, youthful ardour preit her, 
Till with ſhort Grohe, and mu- muring reluQtance, 
The yicIcing flair one gave me perfect happiness. 
Ev'n all the live long night we paſt in bliſs, 
In ecſtaſies too fierce to laſt for ever; 
at length the morn and cod indifference ame, 
When fully ſated with the luſcious banquet, 
In ly took leave, and left the nymph 
To think on what was paſs'd and ſigh alone. 
Ras. You ſaw her ſoon again, 
L. Too ſoon I ſaw ber; 
For oh ! that meeting was not like the former ; 
found my heart no more beat high with tranſport, 
No more l ligh d, and languiſh'd for n 
Was pas and reaſon took her turn to rig. 
While ev'rv weakneſs fell before her throne. . 
R.. What of the la dy ? 
L:th. With uneaſy fondneſs 
She hung upon me, wept and ſigh'd, and ſwore 
— was undone ; talk d of a prieſt and marriage, 
fl: ing wich me from her father's pow'r ; 
0 0 ev ry {aint and bleed angel do d 1, 
To vinels tor her that ſhe was my Wife. 
Fn a: that name. 
V/hat anſwer made vou ? 


2 None; but pretending ſudden pain and illneſs 


Eſcap'd the perſecution; two nights ſince. 
by meſſage urg'd, and frequent importuni 7 


V a ſwelling — with {wooning, with diſtraction, 


Wan all the tubtleaes and pow'riul arts 
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Of wilful woman lab'r'ng for her purpoſe, 
Again ſhe told the ſame dull nauſeous tale. 
Unmov'd, I beg'd her ſpare th' ungrateful ſubject, | A 
Since I reſolv'd that love and peace of mind 
Might flouriſh long inviolate betwixt us, 
Never to load it with the marriage chain; 
That I would full retain her in my heart, 
My very gentle miirels, and my friend; 
But for thoje other names of wife and hujband, 
they only wezat 1il-aature, cares and quarrels, 
R. How bore ſhe this reply ? 
Lech. Ev'nastheecarth, 
When (winds pent up, or eating fires beneath | | 
Shaking the maſs) ſhe labours with deſtruction. 
At firſt her rage was dumb, and wanted words, 
Put when the ſtorm found way. twas wild aad loud. 
Mad as the pricſels of the Delphic God, 
Enthutiaſlick paſſion ſwell'd her breaſt, 
Enlarg'd her voice, and ruffled all her form: 
Proud, and dildainful of the love I profeer'd, 
She call'd me villain! monſter! baſe betrayer! 
At laſt, in very bitterneſs of foul, 
With deadly imprecations on herſelf 
dne vow'd teverly ne'er :o tee me more; 
Then bid me fly that minute; I obey'd, 
And bowing left her to grow cool at leifure. 
R.. She has relented ſince, elſe why this meiſage, 
To meet the <ceper of her ſecrets here 
This morning? 
Lcth, See the perſon whom you nam d. 
Erter Lucilla. 
Well, my embalſladr. is what mult we treat or; 
Come you to menac- war and proud dehance, 
Or does the peace{ul olive grace your meſſage? 
Is your fair mitirels calmer ? does the o:ten? 
And mutt we love again? perhaps be means 
To treat in juncture with ker ne ally, 
And make her huſband party to th' agreement. 
Cucid. Is this well done. my lord? have you put of 
All ſenſe of human nature? kegp a little, 
A little pity to diſtinguiſa mannood, 
Leſt other men, tho cruel, ſhiould diclam you, 
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And judge you to be number'd with the brutes. 
Loth. 1 ſee thou'tt learn'd to rail. 
Lacil. I've learn'd to weep ; 
That leſſon my fad miſtreſs often gives me; 
By Cay ſhe ſeeks ſome melancholy fade, 
To hide her ſorrows from the prying world; 
At night ſhe watches all the long long hours, 
And liſtens to the winds and beating rain, 
Vith ſighs as loud, and tears that fall as faſt, 
hen even and anon the wrings her hands, 
And cries. falſe, falle Lothar. 
Leit. Oh, no more! 
Iſwear thou'lt ſpou. thy pretty face with crying, 
And thou haft beauty tat nay make thy fortune; 
Some keeping cardinal {tall doat upon thee, 
And barter his Church treature for thy freſhneſs. 
Lucil. What! ſhall T feil my innocence and youth, 
For wealth or titles, to pertdicous man 
To man! who makes his mitth of our undcing ! 
The baſe. profelt betray er of cur ſex: 
Let me grow old in all misfortunes elſe. 
Rather than know the tvrrows of Calli. 
Lich. Does ſhe tend thee to chide in her behalf? 
] ivear ti.cu doit it with 10 good a grace, 
1uwat Iced almoii love thee for thy frownng, 
Lal. Read there, my lord, there in her owa fad lines 
(Giving a Letter. 
Winch bed can tell the ſtory of her woes, 
That grief of heart wich your uukiaduels gives her. 
Letha:!6 reads.) 
Yaur c cbedience ta my father 
five ry hand to Altamont. 
By heav n! "tis well: Such ever be the gifts, 
Wh witch | greet the man whom my {oul hates (Ae. 
But to go on! a 
— heart- 700 fuithlifs 


ff 
$144 


Huge 
t3 Manne 


wearneſ;: 
troubl: /-/ Caliſta. 

Women I ſcecan change as well as men; 

She writes me here, forſaken as I am, 

That I thould bind my brows with mournful willaw, 

For ſhe has given her hand to Aitanmeont : | 

B 2 vet 
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Yet tell the fair inconſtant— 
Lyucil, How, my lord? 
Lash. Nay, no more angry words, ſay to Cal /a, 

The hunibleſt of her Daves ſkall wait her pleaſure, 

Tf the can leave her happy huſband's arms, 

40 ti upon { loft a thing as I am. 

Lace. Alas! Tor pity come with gentler looks; 

Wound not her heart with this unmanly triumph; 

And tho you love her not, yet ſwear you do, 

So fhall c:tiembling once be vituous in you. 

Lots. Ha! who comes here ? 

Lucil. Vie bridegrocm's friend, Horatio. 
He mult not ſee us here; to morrow early 
Be at the garden gate. 

Leth. Eear to my love 


My kindeſt thoughts, and ſwear I will not fail her. 


—— 


[Lothario Fulting up the letter haſtily, arcps it as 


hc ge vat, 


[Exuaunt Lothario and Roſſana one way, Lucilla 


anctiuur. 
Enter Horatio. 

Har. Sure tis the very error of my eyes: 
Waking I dream, or I beheld £2thoris; 
He ſcem'd conferring with Cities woman: 
At my approch they ſtarted and retir d. 
What buſinels con'd he have here, and with her: 
I know he bears the noble A/tamort 
Profeſt and deadly hate—What paper's this? 


Ha! to Lell ari | —'£ death! Callas name! (Opening it. 
Confuſon and misfortune! (Reads 
OUR wvuelty has ot length detremin'd me, and I rave 
77 olu'd this morning to 51 a perfect obcaicncr te my 
father, and to give my hand te Altamont, 2: [tight of my 


- . p - * g 2 * } oF - _ 3 : " +4 
eau Fr Ie Falle Lothario. call ant a01/1 [ 


had ihat Peat , ue that hancur ts . UID Ie, 4 
vo have ret in ⁰ g. 
Dan nation! tothe ret — (Read: again. 
Eat „I Har, cuil I retrieve em, I Haul again be 
andre t; the tac faithle)', vet too lrevely Lothario; this 
is the lajt aveatne/s of my pen, and to marrow» fhall be the 
daft in which I ii inauige me eyes, Lucilla Gall 8 
4.5 


( Jau ap th Lerter. 
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duff you if you ere hind enough to let me ſee you; it ſhall 
be the laſt Ger?) you hall meet with from 
The loſt CaLIsTA. 
The loſt indeed! for thau art gone as far 
As there can be perdition, fire and ſulphur, 
Hell is the ſole avenger of ſuch crimes. 
Oh that the ruin were but all thy own! 
Thou wilt ev'n make thy father curie his age, 
At fight of this black ſcrowl, the gentle Atamcut, 
(For oh ! I know his heart is ſet upon thee) 
Shall droop and hang his diſcontented head, 
Like merit ſcorn'd by inſolent authority, 
And never grace the publick with his virtues — 
Perhaps ev'n now he gazes foncly on her, 
And thinking foul and body both alike, 
Bleſſes the perfect workmanſhip of heav'n ; 
Then ſighing, to his ev'ry care ſpeaks peace 
And bids his heart be ſatisfy d with happineſs. 
Oh wretched huſband ! while ſhe hangs about thee 
With idle blardithments, and plays the fond one, 
Ev'n then her hot imagination wauders, 
Contriving riot, and looſe {capes of love; 
And while ſhe claſps thee cloſe makes dM. ee a monſter. 
Waat if I give this paper to her fat er | 
It follows that his juſtice ay aaa, her dsad, 
And breaks his heart v.ith ſorrow; hard return, 
For all the good his hand has heap'd upon us: 
Hold, let me take a moment's thought, 
Entcr Lavinia. 

Law. My lord! 
Truſt me it joy. my heart that I have found you, 
Enquiriug wherefore you had left the company, 
Before my brott.cr's nuptial rites were ended, 
They told me you had felt ſome ſudden illacſs: 
Where are you :ick? is it your head? „our heart? 
Tell me my love, and eaſe my anxious houghts, 
That I may take you gently in my arms, 
Sooth you to ret, and Toften ail your pains. 

Her. I: were unjuſt, no let me ſpare my friend, 
Lock up che fatal ſecret in my breaſt, 
Nor tell him that which will undo kis guict 


Lav, What means my lord? 
B 3 Ee: 
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Hor. Ha! ſaidſt thou my Lavinia? T. 

Law. Alas! you know not what you make me ſuffer; | 
Why are you pale ? why did you ſtart and tremble? Sit 
Whence is that ſigh? and wherefore are your eyes Al 
Severely rais'd tO cheav'n? the hcl man thus, pe 
Acknowledging the ſummons of his fate, 1 
Liſts up his fechle hands and eyes for mercy, T 


And with confulion thinks upon his audit. 
ler. Oh no! thou halt miſtook my ſickneſs quite, 
Theſe pangs are of the foul. Wau'd I had met T 
1arpet convulſions, ſpotted peſtilences, B 
Or r ary other deadly foe to oo F 
Father than heave beneath this load of thought. A 
Lav. Alas, what is it? v heretore turn you trom me? ( 
Why did you u fal call me your Lavinia, þ 
And fear | was Horatio's better half. þ 
Since now you mouin unkindly by yourſelf, 
Ard rob me of my partnerihip of ſadneſs? 
Witneſs you holy pow'rs, who know my truth, 
A bere cannot be a chance in life ſo miſerable, ] 
Nothir g ſo very hard but I could bear it, ( 
Much rather than my love ſhould treat me coldly, ] 
And uſe me like a ſtranger to his heart. | 
Hor. Seck not to know what I wou'd hide from all, | 
But moſt from thee. I never knew a pleaſure, | 
Ought that was joyful, fortunate, or good, 
But {trait 1 ran to bleſs thee with the tidings, 
Ard laid up all my happineſs with thee: 
But wheretore, wherefore ſhould I give thee pain? 
Then ipare me, I conjure thee, afk no further : 
Allow my melcancholy thoughts this privilege 
Ard let *em bod bn in ſecret o'er their ſorrows. 
Lew, It is enough, chide not, and all is well; 
| Forgive me, if I ſaw you ſad, Heratio, 
| Ard afk'd to weep out part of your misfortunes ; 
| wo'not prefs to know what you forbid me. 
Vet, my lov'd lord. yet you muſt grant me this, 
Forget your cares for this one happy day, 
Devote this day to mirth, and to your Altament ; 
Fer his dear fate let Pence be in your looks, 
En now the joc und brid Cerroom wants your wiſkes, 
IIc thinks the pricſt has but half blett I is mar: nage, 


—ä — 


Till 
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Till his friend hails him wich the ſound to joy. 

Hir. Oh never! never! never! thou art innocent, 
Simplicity from ill, pure native truth, | 
And candour of the mind acorn thee ever; 

Put there are ſuch, ſuch falſe ones in the world, 
Twould fill thy gentle foul with wild amazement 
To hear their itory told. 

Lay. Falſe ones, my lord? 

Hr. Fatally fair they are, and in their ſmiles, 
The graces, little loves, and young defires inhabit; 
But all that gaze upon 'em are undone, 

For they are falſe; luxurious in their appetites, 
And all the heav'n they hope for is variety: 

One lover to another {lili ſucceeds, 

Another, and another after that, 

And the laſt fool is welcome as the former: 

Till having lov'd his hour out, he gives place, 
And mingles with the herd that went before him. 

Lav. Can there be ſuch? and have they peace of mind? 
Have they in all the ſeries of their changing 
One happy hour? if women are ſuch things, 

How was I form'd ſo different from my ſex! 

My little heart is ſatisfy'd with you, 

You take up all her room; as in a cottage 

Which harbours ſome benighted princely ſtranger, 
Where the good man, proud of his hoſpitality, 
Yields all his homely dwelling to his gueſt, 

And hardly keeps a corner for himſelf. 

H:r. Oh were they all like thee men would adore, em, 
And all the bus'neſs of t eir lives be loving; 

The nuptial band ſhou'd be the pledge of peace, 
Ard all domeſtick cares and quarrels ceaſe; 

The world thou'd learn to love by virtuous rules, 
And marriage be no more the jeſt of fools. ¶ Exeunt. 


ACT L' SANE: L 
SCENE, a Hall. 


Entcy Caliſta and Lucilla. 
CD E dumb for ever, filent as the grave, 
Nor let thy fond officious love diſturb 


My 


1 
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My ſolemn ſadneſs, with the ſound of joy, 
If thou wilt ſooth me, tell ſome diſmal tale | 
Of pining diſcontent, and black deſpair ; } 
For oh! I've gone around through all my thoug?.ts, ] 
But all are indignation, love, or ſhame, 
And my dear peace of mind is loſt for ever. | 
Luc. Why do you follow ſtill that wand'ring fire, ] 
That has miſled your weary ſteps, and leaves youu | 
Benighted in a wilderneſs of woe ? ; 
That falſe Lothario! turn from the deceiver | 
Turn, and behold where gentle Atamont, 


Kind as the ſofteſt virgin of our ſex, 


And faithful as the ſimple village (Wwain, 
That never new the courtly vice of changing, 
Sighs at your feet, and wooes you to be happy. | 
Cal. Away, I think not of him My ſad ſoul | 
Has form'd a diſmal melancholy ſcene, 
Such a retreat as I woud wiſh to find; | 
An unfrequented vale, o'er-grown with trees 
Mofly and old, within whole loneſome ſhade, 
Ravens, and birds ill omen'd, only dwell ; 
No ſound to break the ſilence, but a brook 
That bubling windes among the weeds : no mark 
Of any human ſhape that had been there, 
Unleſs a ſkeleten of ſome poor wretch, 
Who had long fince, like me, by love undone, 
Sought that ſad place out to deſpair and die in. 
Luc. Alas for pity ! 
Cal. There I fain wou'd hide me, 
From the baſe world, from malice, and from ſhame: 
For tis the ſolemn counſel of my ſoul, 
Never to live with pub.ick loſs of honour: 
"Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the infolence 
Of each affected ſhe that tells my ftory, 
And bleſſes her good ſtars that the is virtuous, 
To be a tale for fools! ſcorn'd by the women, 
Ard pity'd by the men! oh inſupportable ! 
Luc. Can you perceive the manifeſt deitruttion, 
The gaping gulp that opens juſt before you, 
And yet ruſh on, tho' conſcious of the danger? 
Oh hear me, hear your ever faithful creature; 
By all the good I Wich, by all the l 1 
Y 
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My trembling heart forbodes, let me intreat you, 
Never to {ce this faithleſs man again 
Let me forbid his coming. 

Cal. On thy life 
charge thee no; my genius drives me on; 
I maſt, I will behold him once again: 
Perhaps it is the criſis of my fate, 
Ard this one interview ſhall end my cares, 
My lab'ring heart, that ſw Is with indignation, 
Heaves to diſ. narge the burthen; that once done, 
The buſy thing ſhall reſt within its cell, 
And never beat again. 

Lac. Truſt not to that: 
Rage is the ſborteſt paſſion of our ſouls; 
Like narrow bruuks that riſe with ſudden ſhow'rs, 
It ſwells in haite, and fall: ag ain as ſoon: 
Still as it ebbs the ſofter thoughts ow in, 
And the deceiver love ſupplies its place. 

Cal. I have been wrong'd enough, to arm my temper 
Againft the ſmooth delufion ; but alas 
(Chide not my weakneis, gentle maid, but pity me) 
A woman's ſoftneſs hangs 4 me ſtill: 
Then let me bluth, and tell thee all my folly, 
I {wear I could not ſee the dear betrayer, 
kneel at my feet, and ſigh to be forgiven, 
But my relenting heart wou!d pardon all, 
And quite forget 'twas he that had undone me. 

Luc. Ye ſacred powers, whoſe gracious providence 
I; watchful for our goog, guard me from men, 
From their deceitful tongues, their vows and {latteries ; 
Still let me paſs neglected by their eyes, 
Let my bloom wither, and my form decay, 
That acne may think it worth his while to ruin me, 
And fatal love may never be my bane. 

Cl. Ha! Altamont! Califta now be wary, 
And guard thy fonl's acceſſes with diſſembling; 
dor let this hoitile huſband's eyes explore 
Ihe warring paſſions, and tumultuous thoughts 
It rage wichin thee, and deform thy reaſon. 

Euter Altamont. 

Alt. Be gone my cares, I give you to the winds, 

Farto be born, far from the happy Aliament; 4 
or 
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For from this ſacred ra of my love, 

A better order of ſucceeding davs 

Come ſmiling forward, white and lucky, all, 
Caliſia is the miſtreſs of the year, 

She crowns the ſeaſons with auſpicious beauty, 
And bids ev'n all my hours be gocd and joy ful. 

Cal. If I was ever miſtreſs of ſuch haprinels, 
Oh! wherefore did I play the unchrifty fool, 

And waſting all on otheis, leave myſelf, 
Without one thought of joy to give me comfort; 

Alt. Oh mighty love! ſhall that fair face profane 
This thy great feitivai with frowns and ſadnels ! 
I ſwear it ſna' not be, for | will u coc thee 
With ſighs ſo moving, with {o warm a tranſport, 
Tnat thou ſhalt catch the gentle flame from me, 
And kindle into joy. 

Cal. I tell thee Altamont, 
Such hearts as ours were never pair'd above, 
Ill ſuited to each other ; join'd, not match'd; 
Some ſullen influence, a foe to both, 
Has wrought this fatal marriage to undo us. 
Mark but the frame and temper of our minds, 
How very much we differ. Ev'n this day, 
That fills thee with ecſtaſie and tranſport, 
To me brings nothing that ſhould make me bleſs it, 
Or think it better than the day before, 
Or any other in the courſe of time, 
That dully took its turn, and wa: forgotten. 

Alt. If to behold thee as wy pledge of happinets, 
To know none fair, none excellent bel.ce thee; 
If Hull to love thee with urweary'd conttancy, 

7 krough ev'ry ſeaſon, ev'ry chan e of lite, 
Ti:rough wrini!cd age, through chu aud mislortune 
Be worth the lealt return of grateful love, 

Uh then let my (Cc blets this day, 

And ſet it down for happy. 

Col. Tis the day 
In which my father gave my hand to M/ramont ; 

As ſuch 1 will remember it for ever. 
Euter Sciolto, Horatio, and Lavinia. 

Sci. Let mirth 20 on, let pleaſure know, 1:9 pauſe 
Put fill up ev'ry minute of this day, 


Tis 
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'Tis yours, my children, ſacred to your loves; 
The glorious {un himſelf for you looks gay, 
He ſhines for Atamont and for Caliſta. 

Let there be muſick, let the maſter touch 

The ſprightly ſtring. and foftly breathing flute, 
Till harmony route ev'ry gentle paſſion, 

Teach the cold maid to lote her fears in love, 
And the fierce youth to languiſh at her feet. 
Begin, ev'n age itſelf is chear'd with muſick, 

It wakes a glad remembrance of our youth, 
Calls back pait joys, and warms us into tranſport. 


( Here an entertainment of mic and dancing, 
30 . 
By Mr. CON GREVE. 


H floy! ah turn! ah <chithcr ævaul jou fy, 
„ T no charming, be rilentleſs Maid? 
1 follcxv rot 29 COngutr, but to die: 


You of the fe arful arc afraid. 
II. 
it Van T call; fer Se, [ihe fleeting air, 


II hen preſt by ſame tempeſiuous wind, 
Fes jwvifter from the vince of my a-ſpairy 
Acr Caſes one pitying {ook behind. 


ci. Take care my gates be oper, bid ail welcome; 
All who rejoice with me to-day are tri-nds ; 
Let each indulge his genius, each be gad. 
ſocund and tree. and 1vell the {c2% with mirth. 
The ſpright;y bowl thall cteariu''y go round, 
None ſhall be grave, nor too ievercy wile; 
Loſſes and diſappointments, cure and poverty, 
The rich man's inſolence, and great man's ſcorn, 
The wine ſnall be forgotten ali. To-morrov 
Will be too (oon to think, and to be wretched. 
Oh! grant, ye powers, that I may ſee theſe happy. 

(Pointing te Alt. and Caliſta. 

Compieatlv bleſt. md { have ite enough; 
And leave the teit ind.erentl, to tute, (Excunt. 
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Manet Horatio. 
Hor. What, if while all are here intent on revelling 
. , 
I privately went forth, and ſought Lotharis ? 
This letter may be forg'd ; perhaps the wantonneſs 
Of his vain youth, to [tain a lady's fame; 
Perhaps his malice, to diſturb my friend. 
Oh no! my heart forbodes it muſt be true, 
Methought ev'n now I mark'd the ſtarts of guilt, | 
I hat ſhook her ſoul; tho' damn'd diſũmulation 
Skreen'd her dark thoughts, and ſet to publick view 
A ſpecious face of innocence and beauty. 
Oh falſe appearance! What is all our ſovereignty, 
Our boaſted pow'r? when they oppoſe their arts, 
Still they prevail, and we are found their fool“. 
With ſuch ſmooth looks, and many a gentle word, 
The firſt fair ſhe beguil'd her eaſy lord, 
Too blind with love and beauty to beware, 
He fell unthinking in the fatal ſnare ; 
Nor could believe, that ſuch a heav'nly face 
Had bargain'd with the devil, to damn her wretched 
Race. (Exit. 
SCENE I. 
SCENE, The Street near Sciolte“ Palace. 
Enter Lothario ani Roflano. 
Loth. To tell thee then the purport of my thoughts; 
A moment of diſquiet, were it not 
My inſtrument ot vengeance on this {/ramont - 
Iherefore I mean to wait tome opportunity 
Of ſpeaking with the maid we faw tis morning. 
Ro. | with you, Sir, to think upon the danger 
Ot being ſeen; to day their friends are round em, 
And any eye, that liguts by chance on you, 
Shail put your lite and ſalety to the hazard. 


1 2 
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Enter Horatio. 
Her. Still muſt I doubt ſome myſtery of miichief, 

Some artifice beneath; Letherio's father 

| «new him well, he was ſagacious, cunning, 
Fluent in words, and bold in peaceful councils, 
But of a cold, unactive hand in war; 

Yet with thete coward's viitues he undid 

My unſuſpecting, valiant, honcſt friend. 


This 
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This ſon, if ſame miſtakes not is more hot, 
More open and unartful—Ha! he's there! (Sig bm, 

Loth. Dam nation! Hie 2gain !—This tecond time 
To day he haſt croit me like my evil genius. 

Hor. 1 ſought you, ſir. 

L5H. Tis well that I am found. 

E:s. "Tis well you are: The man who wrongs my 
To the earth*- utmoſt verge I would purſue; (tricad 
No place, tho" e'er fo holy. ſhould protect him: 

No ſhape that artful fear c'er form'd ſhould hide him, 


Till he air anſwer made. arid did me juſtice. } 
Loth. Ha! doſt thou know me ? that 1 am Lethe? i 


As great 2 name as this proud city boaſts ot; 
Wis is this mighty man then, this Hratlig, 
That I ſhould bafſely hide me froin his anger, 


Lethe ſhould chide me for his friend's diipleaſure? | | 
lar. The brave, 'us true, do never ſhun the light, | 
1 are their thoughts, aud open are their tempers, {| 
Freely without drſguite they love and hate, | 
Still are they found in the fair face of day, ! 


And heav'n and men are judges of their actions. 

Loth. Such let 'em be of mine; there's not a purpoſe, 
Which my ſou! ever fram'J, or my hand acted, | 
Rt I could well have bid the world loo on, 
Ard what T once durit do, have dar'd to juſiify. 


Mr. Where was this open boldneſs, this free ſpirit? 
1 . 4 * 4 | N 
Wien but this very morning I ſurpriz'd thee, 1 
In baſe. diſhoneſt privacy, contulting | 
And bribing a poor mercenary wretch, 
; 


— 


To tell her lady's ſecrets, ſtain her honour, 
And with 2 forg'd conttivance blait her virtue | 
Atiignt of me thou flew ! 
Lith, Hat fled from thee ? | 
Hor. Thou fled'ſt. and omit was on thee, like a thick, 
A pilferer diſery d in ſome dark corner, 
Who there had lodg'd, with miſchievous intent 
To rob and ravage at the hour of reſt, 
And do a midnight murder on the ſlegpers. 
Loth. Slave! villain! 
(0 Firs ta drew, Roſſano holis him. 
Na. Hold, my lord! think where you are, 
Thin now unſafe, and hurtful to your honour, 
C It | 
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It were to urge a quarrel in this place, 
And ſhock the peaceful city with a broil. f 
Loth. Then tnce thou doſt provoke my vengeance, Y 
I wou'd not for this city's wealth, for all 
Which the ſea watts to our Ligurian ſhoar, 
But that the joys I reap'd with that fund wonton, 
The wile of A/tamont, ſhou'd be as publick 
As the noon-day fun, air, earth or water, 
Or any common benefit of nature: 
I hink'tft thou I meant the ſhame ſhou'd be conceal'd ? 
Oh no ! by hell and vengeance, all I wanted 
Was ſome fit meſlenger to bear the news 
To the dull doating hutband ; now I have found him, 
And thou art he. | 
Hor. 1 hold thee baſe enough, 
o break through law, and ſpurn at ſacred order, 
And do a brutal injury like this; 
Vet mark me well, young lord, I think Caliſa 
Too rice, too noble, and too great of ſoul, 
To be the prey of ſuch a thing as thou art. 
Twas baſe and poor, unworthy of a man, 


(know : 


hHow8s wo. 


Jo forge a fcrowl to villanous and looſe, 


Ard mark it with a noble lady's name : 

Theie are the mean, diſhoneſt arts of cowards, 
Strangers to manhood, and to glorious dangers ; 
Who bread at home in idleneſs and roit, 
Ranſack for miſtreſles the unwholſome ftews, 
And never know the worth of virtuous love. 

Loth. Think'ſt I forg'd the letter? think ſo ſtill. 
Tul che broad ſhame comes ſtaring in thy face, 
and boys hall hoot the cuckold as he paſſes. 

Hir. Away, no woman cou'd deſcend ſo low : 
A ſkipping, dancing worth!efs tribe you are, 

Fit only for yourielves, you herd together. 
Aud when the circling glaſs warms your vain hearts, 
You tall of beauties that you never ſav, 
And fancy raptures, thit you never knew. 
!.cgends of ſaints, wio never yet had being, 
Or being, ne'er were ſaints, are not ſo falſe 
Az the fond tales which you recount of !ove. 
Loth. But that I do not hold it worth my leiſare, 


I cou's pricdace ſuck damning proof. 


Hor. 
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Her. Tis falle, 
You blaſt the fair with lies hecauſe they ſcorn you, 
Hate you like age, like upglinets and impotence : 
Rather than make you bleit they viou'd die virgins, 
And ſtop the propagation of mankind, 
Loth. It is the curſe of fools to be ſecure. 
And that be thine and A/rarnt's: dream on, 
Nor think upon my vengea ice till thon feel lt it. 
Hor. Hold. fir, another word, and then fareweil ; 
Tho” I think greatly of Cal's virtue, 
And hold it far beyond thy pow'r to hurt; 
Yet as ſhe ſhares the honour of my Atument. 
That treaſure of a ſoldier, bought with blood, 
And kept at life's expence, I mutt not have 
(Mark me, young ſir) her very name prophan'd. 
L2am to reftrain the licence of your ſpeech; 
'Tis held you are too laviſh, when voa are met 
Among your {ct of fools, talk of your dreſs, 
Of dice, of whores, ot. horſes, and your ſ{cives ; 
"Tis ſafer, and becomes your underſtardiags. 
Loth. What if we paſs beyond this ſolemn order? 
And in defiance of the ſtern Horatio, 
Indulge our gayer thoughts, let laughter looſe, 
And uſe his ſacred friendſhip for our mirch. 
Har. Tis well! fir, you are plcaſant 
L-th. By the joys, 
Which yet my foul has uncontroul'd purſu'd, 
I would not turn aſide from my latſt pleaſure, 
Tho' all thy force were arm'd to bar my Ways; 


But like the bit, great nature's har py commoners, 


1 


That haunt in woods, in mess, and flo v'ry gardens 


Rifle the ſweets, and taſte the chcoicelt fruits, 
Yet ſcorn to aſk the lordly owner, leave 

For. What liberty has vain preſummtugus worth, 
That thou ſhou'dit dare provoke me unclatis'd ? 
But henceforth, boy, I warn thee ſhun my Walks; 
It in the bounds of yon forbidden p'ace 
Again thou'rt found, expect a puniſt ment. 
Such as great ſouls, impatient of an injury. 


Exact from thoſe who wrong em much, een death, 
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Or ſomething worſe; an injur'd huſband's vengeance 


Shall print athouſand wounds, tear thy fine form, 
6&2 
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Ard ſcatter thee to all the winds of Heav'n. 
Leib. Is then my way in Cerca preſcrib'd, 
Be a depenCant on the wretched A/t-mezt. 
A talking fir, that braw!s for him in taverns, 
And vouches for his valour's reputation? 
{cr. Ax ay, thy ſpcech is ſouler than thy manners. Pl 
Leib. Or if there bea name more vile, his paralite, A 
A beggar's paraſite! 
4. r. Now learn humanity, 
O7: 74 46 7 T7; him, Roitano tit, i ofet, 
Sir ce brutes and boys are only taught with blows, 
Leto. Damnation! (Thiy draw, 
Ref). Hold, this goes no forther here. 
Heratis. tis too much; already ſee, 
1 he crond are gath'ring to us. 
Lath. Oa Regens! 
Or give me way or thou'rt no more my friend, 
Re. Seiclts's ſervants too have ta'en th alarm; 
You'll be oppreſt by numbers, be advis'd, 
Or ! mull force you hence; tak't on my word, 
You ſtall have juſtice done you on Horatio, 
Fut up, my lord. 
Loth. This vw o'not brook delay; 
Welt of the town a mile among the rocks, 
Tv 0 kours e er noon to morrow I expect thee. 
Thy fingle hand to mice. 
Her. i) meet thee there. 
LA. To morrow, ch my better ſtars ! to-morrow 
Exe:t vour influence, thine ttrongty for me; 
Is ot a common conqueſt IM cu gain, 
Since love, as well as arms, mult grace my triumph. 
[Ex- unt Lothario ard Roſſano. 
Her. Two hours e er noon to mor-ow! ta! & er Wat 
He tces Caliſa O un hinking too! 
M hat if I urg'd her with the crime and danger; 
If any ſpark from heav'a remain unquench d 
Wichin ker breaſt, my breath perhaps may wake it; 
Cou d I baut proſper there, I wou'd not daubt 
My combat with that loud vain ęlorious boatter. 
V ere ycu, ye fair, but cauticus whom ye truit, 
Did you but think how ſeldom idols are j alt, 
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So many of your ſex wou'd not, in vain, | 

Of broken vows and faithleſs men complain. 

Of all the various wretches love has made, 

How few have been by men of ſenſe betray'd ? 

Convinc'd by reaſon, they your pow'r confeſs, 

Pleas'd to be happy, as you're pleas'd to bleſs, 

Ard concious of your worth, can never love you leſs. 
[Excunt. 


— 


ACTS CE:N-E-L 
SCENE a Atartment in 5Sciolto's Palace. 
Enter Srrolto and Caliſta, {| 


Sci. OW, by my life, my honour, tis too much; | 
Have I not mark'd thee wayward as thou art, ! 
Perverſe and ſullen all this day of joy; 1 


When ev'ry heart was Chear'd; and mirth went round, 
Sorrow, diſpleaſure, and repining anguiih 

dat on thy brow; like ſome malignant planet, 

Foe to the harveſt, and the healthy year, 

Wo o ſcouls adverſe, and lours upon the wor; 1 
Ihen all the other ſtars, with gentle aſpect, | 
Propitious ſnine, and meaning good to man. 1 

Cal. Is then the taſk of duty half perſorm'd ? 1 
Has not your daughter giv'n herſelf to Atement, | 
Yielded the native freedom of her will, 

Jo an imperious huſtana's lordly rule, 

To gratity a father's ien command? 
Scis. Doit thou coommiann ? | 
Cal. For pity do rot frown then, 

If in deſpight of all my vow'd obedience, 

A iigh breaks out, or a tear falls by chance: 

For oh! that ſor:ow which has drawn your anger, 

Is the ſad native of Cai/ia's breaſt, 

And once poileſt will never quit its d welling, 

'Till life, the prop of all, ſhal leave the building, 

To tumble down, ard mould-r into ruin. 
Set. No, by the facred duit oi that dear ſaint, 

That was thy mother, by her wond'rous goodneſs, 

Her toft, her tender, molt complying ſweetnels, 

D 1 iweas 
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I ſwear ſome ſullen thought that ſhuns the light, 
Lurks underneath that ſadneſs in thy viſage. 

But mark me well, tho' by yon heaven l love thee, 
As much, I think, as a fond parent can; 

Yet ſnou ' dſt thou (which the pow'rs above forbid) 
E'er ſtain the honour of thy name with infamy, 
i'd caſt thee off, as one whoſe impious hands 

Flas rent aſunder nature's neareſt ties, 

Which once divided never join again. 

To day, J have made a noble youth thy huſband, 
Confider well his worth, reward his love, 


Be willing to be happy, and thou art ſo. [ Exit Sciol. 


Cal. How hard is the condition of our ſex, 

T bro' ev'ry ſtate of life the ſlaves of man? 

In all the dear delightful days of youth, 

A rigid father dictates to our wills, 

And deals out pleaſure witha ſcanty hand: 

To his, the tyrant huſband's reign ſucceeds, 

Proud with opinion of ſuperior reaſon, 

He holds domeſtick bus'neſs and devotion, 

All we are capab'e to know, and ſhuts us, 

Like c'oiſter'd idects, from the world's acquaintance, 

And all the joys of freedom ; wherefore are we 

Born with high ſouls, but to aſſert ourſelves, 

Shake off this vile obedience they exact. 

And claim an equal empire o'er the world ? 
Enter Horatio. 

Her. She's here ! yet oh ! my tongue is at a loſs 
Teach me ſome pow'r, that happy art of ſpeech, 
To dreſs my purpoſe — in gracious words; 

Such as may ſoftly tical upon her ſoul, 

And never weaken the tempeſtuous paſſions. 

By heaven ſhe weeps !—Porgive me, fair Caliſta, 

It ] preſume on privilege of friendſhip, 

To join my grief to yours, and mourn the evils 

T hat hurt your peace, and quench thoſe eyes in tears. 

Cal. To ſteal unlcok'd for on my private ſorrow, 
Speaks not the man of honour, nor the friend, 

But rather means the ſpy. 

Hor. Unkindly ſaid ! 

For oh! as ſure you accuſe me falſly, 
I come to prove myſelf Ca//ta's friend. 


Cat. 
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Cal. You are my huſband's friend, the friend of 4/tamont. 

Her. Are you not one? are you not join'd by heav'n, 
Each ifiterwoven with the other's fate? 

Are you not mix'd like ſtreams of meeting rivers, 
Whoſe blended waters are no more diſtinguiſh'd, 
put roul into the fea, one common flood 

Then, who can give his friendſhip, but to one! 
Who can be Alta mont's, and not Califta's ? 

Cal. Force, and the will's of our imperious rules, 
May bind two bodies in one wretched chain; 

But minds will {till look back to their own choice, 
So the poor captive in a foreign realm, 

Stands on the ſhoar, and ſends his wiſhes back 

To the dear native land from whence he came. 

Her. When fouls that ſhou'd agree to will the ſame, 

To have one common object for their wiſhes, 
Look different ways regardleſs of each other, 
Think what a train of wretchedneſs enſues, 
Love ſhall be baniſh'd from the genial bed, 
The night ſhall be lonely and unquiet, 

And ev'ry day ſhall be a day of cares. 

Cal. Then all the boaſted office of thy friendſhip, 
Was but to tell Calla what a wretch ſhe is; 

Alas! what needed that? 

Her. Oh! rather ſay, 

I came to tell her how ſhe might be happy; 

To ſooth the ſecret anguiſh of her ſoul, 

To comfort the fair mourner, that forlorn one, 
And teach her ſteps to know the paths of peace. 

Cal. Say thou to whom this paradiſe is known, 

M here lies the bliſsful region? mark my way to it, 
For oh ! tis ſure, I long to be at reſt. 

Hor. Then—to be good is to be happy ;—angels 
Are happier than mankind, becauſe they are better, 
Guilt is the ſource of ſorrow ; tis the fiend, 

The avenging fiend, that follows us behind | 
With whips and tings ; the bleſt know none of this, 
But reſt in everlaiting peace of mind, 

And find the height of all their heav'n is goodneſs. 

Cal. And what bold paraſite's othcious tongue 
ſhall dare to tax Culi/a's name with guilt ? 

Hor. None ſhou'd ; but tis a buſy, talking world, 


That 
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That with licentious breath blows like the wind, 
As freely on the palace, as the cottage. 
Cal. What myſtick riddle Jurks bencath thy words, 
Which thou woud'it ſeem uns illing to expreſs, 
As if it meant diſhonour to my virtue? 
Away with the ambiguous ſhufiling phraſe, 
And let the oracle be underiiocd. 
Flor. Lithario ! 
Cal. Ha! what wou'dſt thou mean by him? 
Hor. Lothario and Caliſin — Thus they join 
Two names, which heav'n decreed ſhou'd never meet: 
Hence have the talkers of thi populzce city, 
A ſhameful tale to tell for publick tport, 
Of an unhappy beauty, a falſe air one, 
Who plighted to a noble youth her fair), 
When the had giv'n her honour to a wre'ch, 
Cel. Death and confelton! Hare I hiv de to this ? 
Thus to be treated with unmanly inſolence. 
Jo be the ſport of a looſe ruttan's tongue! 
i hus to be us'd! thus! like the vileſt creature, 
T hat ever was a flave to vice and infamy. 
Her. By horour are fair truth, you v rong me much: 
For on my foul nothing but ſtrong neceſſity. 
Cou'd urge my tongue to this ungrateful office: 
came with ſtrong reludtance, as if dea h 
Had ſtood acroſs my way, to fave your honour, 
Yours and Sciglte's, yours and e ment's, 
Like one who ventures thro' a burning pile, 
To fave his tender wife, wich all ber brood 
Of little fondlings, from h dreactul ruin, 
Cal. Is this ! 15 this the famous friend of ment, 
For noble worth, and deeds of Arms :enown'd ? 
Is this ! this tale bearing off:cious fel OW, 
That watches for intelligence from eyes ; 
This wretched Argus of a jerlous huſband, 
That fills his eaſy ears with monftrous tales, 
That makes him tofs, and rave, and wreak at length 
Bloody revenge on his detencelcfs wite : 
Who guiltleſs dies, b cauſe her fool ran mad. 
Hor. Alas! thi: rape is vain; for if your fame, 
Or peace be worth your care, you mutt be calm, 
And liſten to the means are leit to {ave em. 


| 
; 
] 
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Tis now the luck y minute of your fate, 

By me your 2 ſpeaks, by me it warns you, 
Never 0 ſee that curſt Lothario more. 

Unleſs you mean to be diſpis'd, be ſhunn'd, 

By all your virtuous maids and noble matrons; 
Unleſs you have devoted this rare beauty 

To infamy, diſeaſes, proftitution— 

(al. Diſhonour blaſt thee, baſe, unmanner'd ſlave 
Tust dar'ſt forget my birth and ſacred ſex, | 
And ſhock me with the rude unnallow'd found. 

tor. Here knee!, and in the awful face of heaven, 
Breath out a folemn vow, never to ſce. 

Nor think, if poſſible, on him that ruin'd thee ; 
Or by my Aliamont's Cear life I ſwear, 
This paper —-Nay you muit not fly! 


C9 
G9 


This paper, 
(Helding her. 


This guilty paper ſnall divulge your ſhame 
Cal. What mean'ſt thou by that paper? What con- 
i thou been forging to deceive my father, (trivance 

To turn his heart againſt his wretched daughter, 

That Atament and thou may ſhare his wealti ? 

A wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 

The weakneſs of my ſex Ou for a tword, 

To urge ny vengeance on the villain's hand 

That forg' d the ſcroxl. 

Her. Echo d, can this be forg'd ? 
Sec where Callas name 


(Shewwing the litter near, 
Cal. To atoms thus, (Tearing it, 
: us let me tear the vile, deteſted falltood, 
Tn * wxked, lying evidence of ſhare. 
. Confution ! 
. Hencefor th, thou officious fool, 
TICK F e no more, nor dare ev'n on they life 
7c breath an accent that may touch my virtue: 


PF 


Lam m. \ (is th e guardian of my honour, 
And wo'rot bear fo inſolent a monitor. 
Euter Altamont. 
. Where is my life, my love, my charming bride, 
foy of my heart; and pleafure of my eyes, 
The witk, the care, and bus'neſs of my y outh ? 


Oh! 


F 


| 
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Oh! let me find her, ſnatch her to my breaſt! 
And tell her ſhe delays my blits too long, 
Till my ſoft ſoul ev'n fickens with deſwe. 
Diſorder'd !—and in tears! Hecratis too? 
My friend is in amaze! What can it mean ? 
Tell me, Caliſta, who has done thee wrong, 
That my ſwift ſword may find out the oftender, 
And do thee ample juſtice. 

Cal. Turn to him. 

Alt. Horatio ! 

Cal. To that inſolent. 

Alt. My frind ! 
Cou'd he do this! He, who was half myſelf! 
One faith has ever bound us, and one reaſon 
Guided our wills: Have I not found him juſt, 
Honeſt as truth itſelf? And cou'd he break 
The ſanctity of friendſhip ? cou'd he wound 
The heart of Altamont in his Callſa? 


Cal. I thought what juſtice 1 ſhou'd find from thee! 


Go fawn upon him, litten to his tale, 

Applaud his malice, that wou'd blaſt my fame, 
And treat melike a common proſtitute. 

Thou art perhaps confederate in his miſchief, 
And wilt believe the legend, if he tells it. 

Alt. Oh im, ious! what preſumptuous wretch hall 
To offer any injury like that ? | (dare 
Prieſthood, nor age, nor cowardiſe itſelf, 

Shall ſave him from the fury of my vergeance. 
Cal. The man v ho dar'd to do it was H cratic / 
Thy darling friend "Twas A/tamont's Horatis ! 
But mark me well! while thy devided heart 
Doats on a villain that has wrong'd me thus, 
No force ſhall drag me to thy hated bed; 
Nor can my cruel father's pow'r do more 
Than ſhut me in a cloyſter, there, well pleas'd, 
Relegious hardſhips will I learn to bear, 
To faſt, and freeze at midnight hours of pray'r; 
Nor think it hard, within a lonely cell, 
With melancholy. ſpeechleſs {.ints to dwell ; 
But bleſs the day I to that retuge ran, 
Free from the marriage chain, and from that tyrant, Man. 
(Exit Card, 


Hit. 
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Alt. She's gone; and as ſhe went, ten thouſand fires 
Shot from he: angry eyes, as if ſhe meant 
Too well to krep the cruel vow ſhe made. 

Now as thou art a man, Hora, tell me, 

What means this wild confuſion in ta looks? 

| As if thou wert at variance with thyſelf, 

\adnef> and reaion combating within thee, 

And thou wert douutful which ſhou'd ger the better. 

Her. I wou'd be dumb for ever, but thy fate 
Has otherwiſe decreed it ; thou haſt ſeen 
Tha: Idol of thy ſoul, that fair Caliſa, 

Thou hait beheld her tears. 

1. I have ſeen her weep, 

have ſcen that lovely one, that dear Caliſla, 
Com; laining in the bitterneſs of ſorrow, 
That thou! my friend! Horatis“ thou hadſt wrong'd her. 

Hor. That I have wrong'd her! Had her eyes been fed 
From that rich ſtream which warms her heart, and 
For ev'ry falling tear a drop of blood, (number'd 
It had not been too much; for ſhe has ruin'd thee, 

Ey'n thee, my Altamont ! ſhe has undone thee. 

Alt. Doſt thou join ruin with Caliſta's name? 

hat is ſo fair, ſo exquititely good? 

s ſuc not more than painting can expres, 

Or youthtul poets fancy, when they love? 

Does ihe not come, like wiſdom, or good fortune, 
Replete with bleſſings, giving wealth and honour ? - 
The dowry which the brings in peace and pleaſure, 
And everlaſting joys are in her arms. 

Hir. It had been better thou hadſt liv'd a beggar, 
Ard fed on ſcraps at great men's ſurly doors, 
Than to have match'd with one to falſe, ſo fatal 

A(t. It is too much for friendſhip to allow thee ; 
Becauſe I tamely bore the wrong thou did{t her, 
1hou doſt avoiy the barb'rous, brutal part, 

Aud urge the injury ev'n to my face. 

Hor. | ſee (i.e has got poſſeſſion of thy heart, 
She has charm'd thee, like a firen, to her bed, 
With looks of love, and with enchanting ſounds : 
Too late the rocks and quick-tands will appear, 
When thou art wreckt upon the taithleſs thoar, 
Then vainly wiſh thou hadit not left thy friend, 


To follow her deluſion. A. 
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Alt. Tf thy friendihip 
Do churliſaly deny my love a room, 

It is not worth my keeping. I difclaim it. 

Flor. Canſt thou fo ſoon forget what I've been to thee: 
I ſhar'd the taſt of nature with thy father, 

And form d with care thy unexperienc'd youth 

To virtue and to arms. 

Thy noble father, ch thou light young man! 

Would you have us'd me thus? one fortune fed us, 
For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 

Together lourith'd and together fell. 

He calle me friend, like thee? wou'd he have leſt me 
Thus? for a woman? nay, a vile one too ? 

Alt. Thou canſt not, car'tt not mean it, ſpeak again, 
Say, whois vile? but I dare not name Cali. 

Hor. | had not ſpoke at firſt, unleſs compeli d, 

And forc'd to clear myſelf, but ſince thus urg'd, 
I muſt avow I do not know a viler. 

Alt. Thou wert my father's friend, he loy'd ) zee 
A kind of venerable mark of him well 
Hangs round thee, and protects thee from my engine, 
I cannot, dare not lift my ſword againit thee, 

But henceforth never let me fee thee more. GH ww 

Iler. I love thee ſtill ungrateful as thou art, 

And muſt, and wil! preterve thee from diſhonour. 
Ev'n in deſpight of thee. Holds vim. 

Alt. Let go my arm. 

Hor. If honour be thy care. if thou wou dit lire. 
Without the name ot credulous, Win hulband 
Avoid thy bride, ſhun her deteſted bad. 

1 he 1 1J0Y 8 it yields Are TINY d With F POL UN 

Alt. Of! 

To urge me but a minute more his fatal. 

Har. She is polluted!) Hain d! 

Hit. Madneis and raving! 

Dut hence 
Fler. Diſhonour'd by the man you hate — 
Alt. I prithee looſe me for thy own lake, 
It Je be worth the keeping 
Flor . By Lat Hari. 
Alt. Perditicn take thee, viilain, for the falhocd. 
(8 riet lin 


Now nothing but thy life can make attonement. Tie, 
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Hor. A blow! thou haſt us'd me well 
{ Draws. 


Alt, This to thy heart 
57. Yet hold! By heav'n his father's in his face. 
Spight of my wrongs my heart runs 9'er with t. nderneſs, | 
And I cou d rather die myſelf, than hurt him. | 
Alt. Defend thyſelf, for by my much wrong'd love, 
] ſwear the poor evalion ſhall not ſave thee. 
Hi. Yet hold! thou know'it I dare! think how | 
we've liv id (They fight ; Altamont pr 
eu Horatio, whe eisen. 
Nay! then cis brutal violence! and thus, 
Tus nature bids me guard the lite ihe gave. 


—_— — 


(They #.': 
Lavinia crtcrs, ard runs between their f-vards g 
L:v. My brother! my Horatio!“ is it pollible ? 
Oa! turn your cruel {words upon Lavinza. 
It you mult quench your impious rage in blood, 
Pchold, my heart ſhall give you all her fore, 
To fave thoſe dearer ilreams that flo from yours. 
Alt. 'Tis well thou haſt found a {afeguard : noae but 
this, 
No pow'r on earth cou'd ſave thee from my fury. 
Lav. Oh fatal, deadly found! 
Hen. Safety from thee ! 
Away, vain boy ! haſt thou forgot the reverence 
Due to my arm, thy firſt, thy great example, 
V hich pointed out thy way to noble dariny, 
And ſhew'd thee what it was to be a mana? 
Lav. What buſy, medling fend, what ſoe to goodued, 
Could kindle ſuch a diſcord ? ch! lay by 
Thoſe moſt ungentle looks, and angry weapons, 
Ualeſs you mean my griefs, and killing fears, 
Should ſtretch me out at your relentleſo feet, 
A wretched corpſe, the victim of your fury. (titude ; 
Hor. Aſk'ft thou what made us foes! 'twas ba.c ingra- 
"Twas ſuch a fin to friendſlüp, as heaven's mcicy, 
That ſtrives with man's untoward, monſtrous wickedneſs, 
Unweary'd with forgiving, ſcarce cou'd pardon. 
He, who was ail to me, child! brother! friend! 
With barb'rous bloody malice, ſought my life. 
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Alt. Thou art my ſiſter, and I wou!d not make thee 


The lonely mourner of a widow's bed, Th 
Therefore thy huſband's life is ſafe; but warn him, Ye 

No more to know this Lofpitable roof, T: 

He has but ill repaid $c74/74's bounty; N 

We muſt not meet; 'tis dadgerous; farewel. H 

( He is gong, Lavinia S him, A 

Law. Stay Altamont. my brother, ſtay, if ever It 

| Nature, or what 1s nearer much than nature, F 


The kind conſent of our agreeing minds, 
Have made us dear to one another, ſtay, ! 
And ſpeak one gentle word to your Horatio, 
B-ho!d, his anger melts, he longs to love you, | 
Lo call you friend, then preſs you hard, with all 
Ihe tender, ſpeechleſs joy of reconcilements. 
Alt. It cannot, ſha' not be. —you muſt not hold me. 
Lav. Look kindly then! 
Alt. Each minute that I ſtay, 
I, a new injury to fair Caliſta. 
From thy falſe friendſhip, to her arms I'll y; 
There if in any pauſe of love l reſt, 
Breathleſs with bliſs, upon her panting breaſt, 
In broken, melting accents I will ſwear, 
Henceforth to truit my heart with none but her; 
"Then own the joys, which on her charms attend, 
Have more than paid me for my taithlets friend. 
(Altamont breaks from Lavinia, ond Exit. 
Her. Oh raiſe thee, my Lawinia, from the earth; 
Tt is too much, this tide of flowing grief, 
This wond'rous waſte of tears, too much to give 
To an ungrateful friend, and cruel brother. 
Law. Is there not cauſe for weeping ? Oh Horatic ! 
A brother and a huſband were my treaſure, 
T'was all the little wealth that poor Lavinia 
Sav'd from the Shipwreck of her father's fortunes. 
One half is loſt already; if thou leav'ſt me, 
If thou ſhould it prove unkind to me, as Atamant, 
hom ſhall I find to pity my diſtreſs, 
Jo have compaſſion on a helpleſs wanderer, 
And give her where to lay her wretched head? 
Her. Why Cott thou wound me with thy foft com- 
plainings ? 
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Tho' Altamont be falſe, and us'd me hardly, 
Yet think not I impute his crimes to thee, 
Talk not of being forſaken, for I'll Keep the? 
Next to my heart, my certain pledge of happineſs. 
Heav'n form'd thee gentle, fair and full of goodueſs, 
And made thee all my portion here on earth: 
It gave thee :o me, as a large amencs, 
For fortune, friends, and all the world befide. 
Lav Then you vill I ve me ſtill, cherith me ever, 
And hide me from misfortune in your boſom: 
Here end my cares, nor will I loſe one thought, 
How we ſhall live, nor purchaſe food and raiment. 
The holy pow'r, who cloaths the ſenleſs earth, 
With woods, with fruits, with flow'rs, and verdant 
graſs, 
Whoſe bountcous hand feeds the whole brute creation, 
Knows all our wants, and has enough to give us. 
H:r. From Genoa, from falſhood and inconſtancy, 
To ſome more honeſt diſtant clime we'll go, 
Nor will I be beholding to my country, 
For ought but thee, the partner of my flight. 
Lav. Yes, I will follow thee; forſake, for thee, 
My country, brother, friends, ev'n all I have; 
Tho' mine's a little all; yet were it more, 
And better far, it ſhou'd be left for thee, 
And all that I wou'd keeep ſhou'd be Horatio. 
do when the merchant ſees his veſſel loſt, 
Tho' richly freighted from a foreign coaſt, 
Gladly, for life, the treaſure he would give; 
And only wiſhes to eſcape, and hve. 
Gold and his gains no more employ his mind, 
Lat driving o'er the billowe with the wind, 
(leaves to one faithful plank, and leaves the reſt behind. 
( Excart. 


ACTIV. SCENE L © 
SCENE, à Gar. 


Enter Altamont. 


Alt. ITH what unequal tem pers are we form'd ? 
One day the foul, ſupine wich eaſe and fulne5, 
2 Revels 


7 
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Revels ſecure, and fordly tells herſelf, 
The hour of evil can return no more: 

he next, the n pall'd. and ſick of riot, 
Turn ail to diſcord, and we hate our beings, 
Cur'e the paſt joy, and think it folly all, 

Ang bitterneis. and anguiſh. Oh! laſt night! 
What has ungrateful beauty paid me back, 

For all that maſs of friendthip which I ſquander'd ? 
Coldnefts, aver ſion, tears, and ſullen forrow, 

Jaſh'd all my bis, and damp d my bridal bed, 
Soon as the morning cawn's, fre vani{h'd from me, 
Relentleſs to the gentle call of xe, 
have loſt a friend, and have gain'd a wife! 
Torn not to thought my brain; but let me find 
Some unfrequented ſhade; there lay me down, 

And let forgetful dulneſs Real upon me, 
To ſoften and aſſu age this pin of thinking. (Exit, 
Enter Lothario -d Califta, 
Loch. Veep not my fair, but let the god of love 
Laugh in thy eyes, and revel in thy heart, 
Kindle again his torch, and hold it high, 
Jo light us to new joys; nor let a thought 
Or G:jcord, or di{quiet paſt, moleſt thee ; 
But to a long oblivion give thy cares, 
And let = melt the preſent hour in bliſs. 
Cel. Sgeł not to ſooth me with thy falſe endearments, 
To Jars me with thy ſoftneſs: ths in vain: 
't kou cant no more bee nor I be ruin d. 
The hours of folly, and of fond delight, 
Are wilted all and fled ; thoſe that remain, 
Are &:om'd 'o weeping, anguiſh and repentance. 
I come to charge thee with a long account, 
Cf all the torrows I have known already, 
Ard all 1 have to come; thou halt undone me. 
Leth. Unjaſl C:/a doſt thou call it ruin, 
Jo love as ve have done; to melt, to languiſh, 
To u iſh for ſomewhat exquiſitely happy, 
And then be blelt en to that wiſh's height ? 
To die with joy, and ſtrait to live again, 
* to gaze, and with tumultuous tranſport— 
C Oh! let me hear no mor e. I cannot bear it, 
Tis 440 y 20 remembrance ; let that night, 
T hat 
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That guilty night, be blotted from the year, 

Let not the voice of mirth, or muſick know it, 
Let it be dark and deſolate, no ſtars 

To glitter o'er it; let it wiſh for light, 

Yet want it fill, and vainly wait the dawn, 


For 'twas the night that gave me up to ſhame, 


To ſorrow, to periidious, falſe Lotharis. | 
Loth. Hear this, ye pow'rs, mark how the fair de- 

Sadly complains of violated truth; (ceiver 

She calls me ſelſe, ev'n ſhe, the faithleſs ſhe, 

Whom day and night, whom heav'n and earth have c 

Sizhing to vow, and tenderly proteſt, (heard 9 


Ten thouſand times, ſhe would be only mine *? 
Ard yet, behold, ſhe has giv'n herſelf away, 
Fled irom my arms and wedded to another, 
Ev'n to tie man whom moſt I hate on earth 
Cal. Art thou ſo haſe, to upbraid me with a ctitae 
Which noching but thy cruelty could cauſe ! 
If indignaticn, raging in my ſoul, 
For thy unmanly inſolence and fcorn. 
Urg'd me todo a decd of defparation, 
And weund myſelf to be reveng'd on theg, 
Think whom I ſhould devote to death ai liel 
Whom curſe, as my undoor, but L:therys ; 
Hadſt thou been just, not all Scialie's por, 
Not all the vows and pray'rs of ſighing A/tamrur, 
Coul'd have prevail'd, or won me to fortake the. 
Loth. How have l fail'd in juſtice or in love? 
Burns not my flame as brightly as at the fir! ? 
Ev'n now my heart beats high, I lar guiſh tor thee, 
My tranſperis are as fierce, as ſtreng my wiſhes, 
As if thou hadſt never bleſt me with thy beauty. 
Cal. How didf thou dare to think that 1 wou'd ive 
A ſlave to bale deſires, and brutal pleafures, 
To be a wretched wanton for thy leiſure, 
To toy, and waſte an hour of idle time with? 
My foul diſdains t' ee for ſo ma'n a baut. | 
Loth. The diving ſtorm of paſſion will have way, 
Ard I muſt yield before it; wet thou calm, | 
Love, the poor criminal, whem thou hilt daom'd, | 
Has yet a thouſand tender things to plead, 
To charm thy rage, and mitigate his fare, 
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Enter behind them Altamont. 

Alt. 1 have loſt my peace—ha! col live, ard wake! 
Cal. Hadſt thou been true, how happy had I been? 
Not Aliamont, but thou hadſt been my lord. 

But wherefore nam'd I happineſs with thee ? 

It is for thee, for thee, that I am curſt; 

For thee, my ſecret ſoul each hour arraigns me, 

Calls me to anſwer for my virtue ſtain'd, 

My honour loſt to thee; for thee it haunts me, 

With ſtern Sciclts vowing vengeance on me, 

With Aliamont complaining for his wrongs 
Alt. Behold him here (Coming foravord, 
Cal, Ah! ( 8 tarting, 
Alt. The wretch ! whom thou haſt made, 

Curſes and ſorrows haſt thou heap'd upon him, 

And vengeance is the only good 1s left. ( Drawing, 
Loth. I hou haſt ta'en me ſomewhat unawars, tis true; 

But love ard war take turns like day and night, 

And little preparation ſerves my turn, 

Equal to both, and arm'd for either held. 

We've long been foes, this moment ends our quarre! ; 

Harth, heav'n and fair Ca//?a judge the combat. 

Cal. Diſtraction! fury ! ſorrow ! ſhame! and death! 

Alt. Thou haſt talk'd too much, thy breath is poiſon 

to me. 

Tt taints the ambient air ; this for my father, 

1 his for Salto, and this laſt for Altamont, 

(i hy fight ; Lothario is wounded once or twice, ard 
then fi l/s. 

Leth. Oh! 4/tamont! thy genius is the ſtronger, 
Thou haſt prevail'd—My fterce ambitious foul 
Declining droops, ard all her fires grow pale; 
et let not this advantage ſwell thy pride, 

1 cenquer'd in my turn, in love I triumph'd : 

'T hoſe joys a e lodg d beyond the reach of fate; 

That ſweet revenge comes ſmiling to my thoughts, 
Adorns my fall, and chears my heart in dying. (Dies. 
Cal. And u hat remains for me ? beſet with ſhame, 

Encompaſs'd round with wretchedneſs, there is 

Eut this one way, to break the toil and 'ſcape. 

(She catches up Lothario's te, and offers to kill her- 
eV; Altamont ru#: to her, and wreſts it from 8 
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. What means thy frantick rage? 

Cal. Off! let me go. 

Alt. Oh! thou haſt more than murder'd me, yet ſtill, 
güll thou art here! and my ſoul ſtarts with horror, 


At thought of any danger that may reach thee. 


Cal. Think'ft thou I mean to live? to be forgiven ? 
Oh! thou haſt known but little of Caliſia; 


| If thou hadſt never heard my ſhame, if only 


| 


The midnight moon, and filent ſtars had ſeen it, 
| would not bear to be reproach'd by them, 
Bat dig down deep to find a grave beneath, 
And hide me from their beams. 
Sciolto within) What ho! my ſon! 
Ale. It is Sciolto calls; come near, and find me, 
The wretched'ſt thing of all my kind on earth. 
Cal. Is it the voice of thunder, or my father ! 
Madneſs ! confuſion ! let the ſtorm come on, 
Let the tumultuous roar drive all upon me, 
Daſh my devoted bark : ye ſurges, break it; 
'Tis for my ruin that the tempelt riſes. 
When I am loſt, ſunk to the bottom low, 


Peace ſhall return, and all be calm again. 


Enter Sciolto. | 
Sci. Ev'n now Roſen leap'd the Garden wall j 
Ha! death has been among you—Oh my fears ! 


Laſt night thou hadſt a diff rence with thy friend, 


The cauſe thou gav'ſt me for it was a damn'd one; 

Didſt thou not wrong the man who told thee truth? 

Anſwer me quick ————— | 
Alt. Oh ! preſs me not to ſpeak, | 

Ev'n now my heart is breaking, and the mention | 

Will lay me dead before you; ſee that body, 


And gueſs my ſhame ! my ruin! oh Calli 


Sci. It is enough! but I am flow to execute, 
And juſtice lingers in my lazy hand ; 
Thus let me wipe diſhonour from my name, 
And cut thee from the earth, thou ſtain to goodneſs— 
(Oger to {ill Caliſta, Altamont holds bin, 
Alt. Stay thee, Sciolto, thou raſh father ſtay, 
Or turn the poiat on me, and through my breaſt 
Cut out the bloody paſſage to Cal/ta ; 
So ſhall my love be perfect, while for her 
I die 
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I die, for whom alone I wiſh'd to live. | 
Cal. No, Aitamont ! my heart, that ſcorned thy love 
Shall never be indebted to thy pity ; 
Thus torn, detac'd, and wretched as I ſeem, 
Still have I ſomething of Sciolto's virtue. 
Yes, yes, my father, I applaud thy juſtice, 
Strike home, and I will bleſs thee for the blow, 
Be merciful, and free me from my pain, 
"Tis ſharp, tis terrible, and I cou'd curſe | 
The cheerful day, men, earth, heav'n, and thee, ; 
E'en thee, thou venerable gocd old man, | 
For being author of a wretch like me. 
Alt. Liſten not to the wildneſs of her raving, 
Remember nature! ſhould thy daughter's murder 
Defile that hand, fo juſt, ſo great in arms, 
Her blood wou'd reſt upon thee to poſter ity, 
Pollute thy name, and fully all thy wars. 
Cal. Have I not wrong'd his gentle nature much ? 
And yet behold him pleading for my life, 
Loſt as thou art, to virtue, oh Cala 
I think thou canſt not bear to be outdone ; 
'Then haſte todie, and be obliged no more. 
Sci. Thy pious care has giv'n me time to think, 
And ſav'd me from a crime ; then reſt my ſword, 
To honour have I kept thee ever ſacred, 
Nor wil. I ſtain thee with a raſh revenge; 
But, mark me well, I will have juſtice done; 
Hope r ot to bear away thy crimes unpuniſti'd, 
I will fee juſtice executed on thee, 
Ev'n to a Reman ſtrictneſs; and thou, nature, 
Or whatſoe'er thou art that plead'ſt within me, 
Be till, thy tender ſtruglings are in vain. 
Cl. Then am I doom'd to live, and bear your tri- 
umph ? 
To groan beneath your {corn and fierce upbraidings, 
Daily to be reproach'd, and have my miſery 
At morn, at noon and night told over to me, * 
Leſt my rememberance might grow pitiful, 
And grant a moment's interval of peace; 
Is this, is this the mercy of a father? 
] only beg to Cie, and he denies me. 
S.. Hence {rom my ſight, thy father cannot bear thee, 
Fly 
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Fly with thy infamy to ſome dark cell, 

Where on the confines of eternal night, 

Mourning, misfortune, cares and anguith dwell ; 

Where ugly ſhame hides her opprobrious head, 

And death and hell deteſted rule maintain; 

There howl out the remainder of thy life, 

And wiſh they name may be no more remember'd, 
Cal. Yes, I will fly to ſome ſuch diſmal place, 

And be more curſt than you can wiſh I were; 

This fatal form that drew on my undoing, 

Faſting, and tears, and hardſhip ſhall deſtroy, 

Nor light, nor food, nor comfort will I know, 

Nor ought that may continue hat: d life. 

Then when you ſee me meagre, wan, and chang'd, 

Stretch'd at my length, and dying in my cave, 

On that cold earth I mean ſhall A my grave, 

Perhaps you may relent, and fighing ſay, 

At length her tears have waſh'd her ſtains away, 

At length tis time her puniſhment ſhou'd ceaſe; 


Die thou, poor ſuff' ring wretch, and be at peace. 
Exit Caliſta. 


| 
' 
| 


Sci. Who of my ſervants wait there? 
Enter tavo or three ſervants. 
On your lives 
Tate care my doors be guarded well, that none 
Pais out, or enter, but by my appointment. 
( Excunt Servants. 
Ae. There is a fatal fury in your viſage, 
It blazes ferce, ard menaces deſtruction: 
My father, I am ſick of many ſorrows, 
Even now my eaſy heart is breaking with em; 
Vet, above all, one fear diſtracts me meſt, 
I tremble at the vengeance which you meditate, 
On the poor, faichleſs, lovely, dear Ca/ifta. 
dei. Haſt thou not read what brave Yirginius did? 
With his own hand he ſew kis only daughgter, 
To fave her from the ferce Decemwir's lult ; 
He flew her yet unſpotted, to prevent 
The ſhame which ſhe might know. Then what ſhou'd 
do | 
But thou haſt ty'd my hand 
Yet by the ruin the brought upon us, 


I wo'aot kill her; 


The 
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The common infamy that brands us both, 
She ſli'a not ſcape. 

Alt. You mean that ſhe ſhall die then. 

Sci. Aſk me not what, nor how I have reſolv'd, 
For all within is anarchy and uproar. 
Oh Altamont what a vaſt ſcheme of jo 
Has this one day deſtroy d ell did I hope 
This daughter wou'd have bleſt my latter days, 
That I ſhou'd live to fee you the world's wonder; 
So happy, great, and good, that none were like you, 
While I, from buſy life and care ſet free, 
Had ſpent the ev'ning of my age at home, 
Among a little pratthn;; race ol yours: 
There, like an old man talk'd, a while and then, 
Lay down and ſlept in peace. Inſtead of this, 
Sorrow and ſhame muſt bring me to my grave; 
Oh damn her! damn her! 

Ser. Arm yourſelf, my lord ; 
Roſjano, who but now eſcap d the garden, 
Has gather'd in the ſtreet a band of roiters, 
Who threaten you, and a!l your friends, with ruin, 
Unleſs Lotharic be return'd in ſafety, 

Sci. By heav'n, their fury riſes to my wiſh, 
Nor ſhil! misfortune know my houſe alone, 
But thou, Z:tharic, and thy race, ſhiil pay me, 
For all the ſorrow which my age is curſt with, 
J think my name as great, my friends as potent, 
As any in the ſtate ; all ſhall be ſummon'd, 
I know that all will join their hands to ours, 
And vindicate thy vengeance. Raiſe the body, 
And bear it in; tis frierds ſhall buy bim Geary, 
I will have blood for ranſom : When our force 
Is full, ard arm'd, we ſhall expect thy ſword, 
To join with us, and facrifice to juſtice— Exit Scio'to. 

(1 he body of Lothario is carried off by ſervants. 
Manet Altamont. 

Alt. There is a ſtupid weight upon my ſenſes, 
A diſmal ſullen ſtillneſs, that ſuccecds 
The ſtorm of rage and grief, like filent death, 
Aſter the turnult and the noiſe of life, 
Wou'd it were death, as ſure 'tis wondrous like it, 


For I am ſick of living, my ſoul's pal d, 
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the kindles not with anger or revenge; 
Love was th' informing, active fire within, 
Now that is quench'd, the mals forgets to move, 
And longs to mingle with its kindred earth. 
( 4 tumaltucus noiſe with claſhing of ford, as at a 
little diſtauce. 
Enter Lavinia <vith t=va ſervants, their fewords drawn. 
Lav. Fly, ſwiftly fly, to my Horatzz's aid, 
Nor loſe your vain, officious cares on me; 
Bring me my lord, my huſband to my arms ; 
He is Lavinia's life, bring him me ſafe, 
And I ſhall be at caſe, be well and happy. 
( Excunt ſervants. 
. Art thou Lavinia? Oh! what barb'rous hand 
Could wrong thy poor, defencelefs innocence, 
And leave ſuch marks of more than ſavage fury? 
Lav. My Brother! Oh my heart is full of fears; 
Perhaps ev'n now my dear Horatio bleed 
Not far from hence as paſſing to the port, 
By a mad multitude we were ſurrounded, 
Who ran upon us with uplifted ſwords, 
And cry'd aloud for vengeance, and L:tbar:o. 
My lord, with ready boldneſs Rood the ſhock, 
To ſhelter me from danger, but in vain, 
Had not a party from S:c2/:;'s palace, 
Ruſh'd out, and fnatch'd me from amidſt the fray. 
Alt. What of my friend ? 
Liv. Ha! by my joys tis he, { looking out. 
He lives, he comes to blets me, he is ſafe ! 
Enter Horauo, with two or three ſervants, their ſwords 
draWn. 
1 Serv. Twere at the utmoſt hazard of your life 
To venture forth again, till we are ſtronger; 
3 heir number trebles ours. 
Her. No matter, let it; 
Death is not half ſo ſhocking as that traitor. 
My honeſt ſoul is mad with indignation, 
To think her plainneſs could be ſo abus d, 
As to miſtake that wretch and call him friend; 
I cannot bear the ſight. 
Ait. Open thou earth, 


Cape wide, and take me down to thy dark boſom. 1 
o 
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To hide me from Horatio. 
Hor. Oh Lavinia, 
Believe not but I joy to ſee thee ſafe: 
Wou'd our ill fortune had not drove us hither; 
I cou'd ev'n wiſh we rather had been wreckt 
On any other ore, than ſav'd on this. 
Law. Oh let us bleſs the mercy that preſerv'd us, 
That gracious pow'r that ſav'd us for each other: 
And to adorn the facrifice of praiſe, | 
Offer forgiveneſs too; be thou like heav'n, 
And put away the offences of thy friend, 
Far, far from thy remembrance. 
Alt. I have mark'd him, 
To ſee if one forgiving glance ſtole hither, 
It any ſpark of friendihip were alive, 
That wou'd by Sympathy, at meeting glow 
And ftrive to kindle up the flame anew; 
*T'is loſt, tis gone, his ſoul is quite eſtrang d, 
And knows me for its counter-part no more. 
Her. Thou know'lt thy rule, thy empire in Horatis, 
Nor canſt thou aſk in vain, command in vain, | 
Where nature, reaſon, nay where love is judge; 
But when you urge my temper, to comp!y 
With what it moſt abhors, I cannot do it. 
Lav. Where didſt thou get this ſullen gloomy hate ? 
It was not in thy nature to be thus ; 
| Come put it of, and let thy heart be chearful, 
| Be gay again, and know the joys of friendſhip, 
The truſt, ſecurity, and mutual tenderneſs, 
The double joys, where each is glad for both; 
Friendihip, the wealth, the laſt retreat and gtrength, 
S:cure againſt ill - fortune, and the world. 
Her. I am not apt to take a light oftence, 
But patient of the failings of my friends, 
| And willing to forgive; but when an injury 
Stabs to the heart, and routes my reſentment, 
(Perhaps it is the fault of my rude nature) 
I own I cannot eaſily forgive it. 
Alt. Thou haſt forgot me. 
Hr. No. | 
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Alt. Why are thy eyes 
Impatient of me then, ſcornful and ferce ? 
Hur. Becaule they ſpeak the meaning of my heart, 
Becauſe they are honeſt, and diſdain a vill ain. 
Alt. J have wrong'd thee much, Horatio. 
Hor. True, thou halt : | 
Vhen I forget it, may I be a wretch, 
Vile as thyſelf, a falſe prefidious fellow, 
An infamous, believing, Bri:i/5 huſband. 
Alt. I've wrong'd thee much, and heav'n has well 
aveng d it. 
I have not, ſince we parted, been at peace. 
Nor known one joy fincere; our broken friendſhip 
Purſu'd me to the laſt retreat of love, 
Stood glaring like 2 ghoſt, and made me cold with horror. 
Misfortunes on misfortunes preſs upon me, 
Swell o'er my head, like waves, and daſh me down, 
Sorrow, remorſe, and ſhame, have torn my ſoul, 
They hang like winter on my youthful hopes, 
And blaſt the ſpring and promiſe of my year. 
Lav. So flow'rs are gather d to adorn a grave, 
To loſe their freſhneſs amongſt bones and rottennels, 
And have their odours ſtifled in the duſt. 
Canſt thou hear this, thou cruel, hard Horatio ? 
Canit thou behold thy Altamont undone ? 
That gentle, that dear youth! canſt tho behold him 
His poor heart broken, death in his pale viſage, 
And groaning out his woes, yet ſtand unmov'd ? 
Flor. The | Err and wiſe I pity in misfortune, 
But when ingratitude and folly ſuffers, 
'Tis weakneſs to be touch d. 
Alt. I wo" not alk thee, 
To pity or forgive me, but confeſs, 
This ſcorn, this inſolence of hate is juſt; 
Tis conſtancy of mind, and manly in thee. 
But oh! had I been wrong'd by thee, Horatio, 
There is a yielding ſoſtneſs in my heart 
Cou'd ne'er have ſtood it out, but had I ran, 
With ſtreaming eyes, and * arms, upon thee, 1 
n 
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And preſt thce cloſe, cloſe! 
Flor. I muſt hear no more, 
Te weatneſs is contagious, I ſhall catch it, 
And be a tame ond wretch. 
Lac. Where wou'dit thou go? 
V ou dit thou part thus? You ſha'nor, tis impoſble; 
or | will bar thy paſiage, kneeling thus; 
Perhaps thy cruel hand may ſpurn me off, 
Gut I will throw my body in thy way, 
And thou fha't trawple o'er my faithful boſom, 
7] read on me, wound me, kill me e er thou pals. 
Alt. Urge not in vain thy pious ſuit, Lawinia, 
] have enough to rid me of my pain. 
Cali/a, thou hadit reach'd my heart before; 
Jo make ail ſure my friend repeats the blow: 
But in the grave our cares ſhall be forgotten, 
There love and friendihip ceaſe. - ( Falls, 
(Lavinia runs to him and endeauours to raiſe him. 
Law. Speak to me Atamont. 
He faints! he dies! now turn and fee thy triumph; 
My brother ! but our cares ſhall end together; 
Here will I lay me down by thy dear nde. 
Bemoan thy too hard fate, then ſhare it with thee, 
And never tee my cruel lord again. 
Horatio 7wns to Altamont, and reiſes him in his arms. 
777. It is too much to bear! look up my Altamont / 
My ſtubborn, unrelenting heart has k1ill'd him. 
Look up and bleſs me, tell me that thou liv it. 
Oh! I have urg'd thy gentleis to far; ( He revives. 
Do thou and my Lavinia both forgive me; 
flood of tenderneſs comes o'er my ſoul; 
| cannot {pear II love! forgive! and priy thee— 
a. I thought that nothing cou'd have ſta; d my foul, 
hat long ere this her flight had reach'd the itars ; 
Lat thy known voice has lur'd her back again. 
Niethinss 1 tain wou'd ſet all right with thee, 
Hake up this moſt unlucky breach, and then, 
With thine and heaven's forgiveneſs on my ſoul, 
Shrink to my grave, and be at calc for ever. 


Hor, 
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Her. By heav'n my heart bleeds for thee; ev'n this 
moment 
[ feel thy pangs of diſappointed love 
I: it not pity that this youth ſhou'd fa l. 
That all hie wond'rous goodner: HL u, be loft, 
And the world never know it? OH! my Ann,! 
Give me thy forrows, let me bear en for thee, 
And ſhelter thee from ruin. 
Lay Oh my brother! 

2 not hae we will hae in all thy woe 

Me [! lit all day, aud tell t. 14s of : 
And when Wella t upon faichlets woman, 
Sem. beau hic C F. , f-:1- A.). ; Al, 
Wu fx Odi £12: and our co rplainin; there; 
We'll carte the nymphi tuat drew the ruin Ga, 
And mourn the vouth that was like thee undone, 


( Exeunt. 


* 


* 
3. * 


AGF V. 8 GENE I. 
SCENE is a Room hung with Black; on one fide, Lotha- 


rio Boay on @ Bier ; on the other, a Table with à Scuil 
and other Bon.s, a Look, and a Lamp on it. 


Caliſta is d&/cowver'd on a couch in black, her hair hanging 
loofe end diforder'd; After muſick and @ ſong, fic des 


62:4 comes for award. 


d: 0 N G. 
3 
EAR, v midnight phantoms hear, 

Yeu Who pale and wan Ser, 
Au fil the wrretch, who ava es, cui H- 
Youu a en r, ſcream, and gro in, 
Rund the m. uns once your own, 
You, w Pore ftill. ur Ar- s upbraid, 
Tas, ache reſi not wth the dead; 


1 
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F-em the cowerts there you ray, 
I: here you Iurk, and Hun the day, 
Feen. tbe 629 el aint the tomb, 
fiith cr haft vc, hither CONE, 
Ci: Caliſta fer delay, 
Fell Fer, tis for 3 
Fid her die, and Come c 
JE tie [exton evils > þ; * 7 codes 
7 

we the grace already ma- 5 

ien f- * : 70 75 ant! /A 
Th JN. 4; Cx is thy 74 {ing Zell. 


J. "Tis well! theſe ſolemn ſounds, this pomp ef 
* at to feed the frenzy in my ſoul, (horror, 
Here's room for meditation, e n to madneſs, 
TW the mind burſt with thinking ; this dull flame 
Siceps in the ſocket: ſure the book was left 
To tell me ſomething ; . for inſtruction then 
Fe teaches holy ſorrow, and contrition, 
And penitence: Is it become an art then ? 
A trick that Jazy, dull, luxurious gown-men 
Can teach us to do over; Il no more on't; 
(Threwing away the Ec, 
I have more real anguiſh in my heart, 
Than all their pedant diſcipline e er knew. 
What charnal has been riflcd for theſe bones? 
Fie ! this is pageantry ; they Took uncouthly, 
Put what of that? if he or ſhe that ond em, 
Safe from d guet, fit, and ſmile to fee 
Ie farce, their m ſerable relicks play. 
But here's a fight is terrible indeed; 
is this that hangt. ty, gallant, gay Letherto, 


That dear pert. dious—— ah! —-—how pale he looxs! 
How grim v. th cott. b! GU, and tote dead eyes ! 
Aſcend ye pro, frntaltiox forms of night, 

In ail yer « N nt. Gerd Hapes aſcend, 

And match 2 prefeut Lorror if you can, 


Fit) 
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Euter Sciolto. 

Sci. This dead of night, this ſllent hour of darkneſs, 
Nature for reſt ordain'd, and ſoft repole, 
And yet diſtraction, ard tumultuous jars, 
Kecp- ll cur frichted citizens awake; 
The ſenat e. weak, divided and irrefolute, 
Want pow to ſuccour che affliQed ſtate. 
Vain'y in words ard long d- bates they're wiſe, 
While the fierce fa&ions ſcora their peaceful orders, 
an! drown the voice of law in noiſe and anarchy, 

Amid the general wreck, ſce where the ſtancs, 

( Pair, "i; 2 8 2 Ca lia. 

Like Feu, in the night when Troy was ſ. ed, 
* reis of the miſch ief which ſhe made, 
Cal. It is Scial * be thy ſelf, my ſoul; 
* to bear his fatal indignation, 
nat he may ſce thou art not loſt (9 far, 
ut ſomewhat 2131 of his great ſpirit lives 
In the forlorn Cela. 


Ser. i hoa wert once 
} ge en 
My 3208 CET. 
C. Happy were it I had dy'd, 


Thou wer't the very darling of my age; 
nought the day tan ſhort to $326 pon thee, 
Ta: pf. te me finvs I cou'd gather for thee, 
Py cates on earth, and by my | Prayers to heav'n, 
"a my tonenets to deltory ; 
Vn gi thoa turn to folly then, and curſe me: 
1 hr e my ſoul was rudely drawn from yours; 


A cor nde! fa copy of my father, 
* lere 85 beis, and me! fo. N ' th of m2 ny virtue, 
Vas thin! 4 plan? 1 ad. ( ne ale YO! id 


. . 12 * * Fay at A I 
_ TYS in 5 nt belief, An deaf Pc —, 


It u 25s; ber % lov'd. = dess 2 woman. 
\) 1 AI. chou hadi bee: * 
140 & - 6x WHAT = been E. VU. iCal, Ci PF, I 1. Ut VYLCA A w4 4 ww © 
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Beyond icd? 1m ption gone, think we no more. 
Hi? thou e're dar'd to meditate on death? 

Cal. I have, as on the end of ſhame and ſorrow. 

Lei. Ha! anlwer me! ſay, haſt thou cooly thought? 
"Tis not the ſtoick's leſſon got by rote, 

The pomp of words, and pedant diſſertations, 

That can fuſlain thee in that hour of terror: 

Pooks have taught cowards to talk nobly of it, 

Fut when the trial comes, they ſtart, and ſtand agaſt! 
Haſt thou conſicer'd what may happen after it? 
How thy account may ftand, ard what to anſwer? 

Cal. 1 have turn'd my eyes inward upon mylelf, 
Where foul offence, and ſhame have laid all waſte; 
Therefore my foul abhors the wretched dwelling, 
Ard longs to ind ſome better place of reſt. 

S.. "Lis juitly thought, and worthy of that ſpirit 
That dwelt in antlent Latin breaſts, when Reme 
Was miſt: s cf the world. I wou'd go on, 

And tell thee al my purpoſe, but it ſtick 
Iicre at my heart, and cannot find a — 

C=. 'Then ſpare the telling, if it be a pain, 
Ar. 4 write the meaning with your pony ard here. 

Oh! truly gueſs'd tcelt thou this trembling 
(Hlaluing up a Dat Fer, 
Thrice jaftice cee thrice the flack' ning finews 
Forge Ee ot ce, and confel:'d the father; 

At ſengt th the ſtubborn virtue has prevail'd, 
It . it mult be ſo- Oh! take it then, 
"Givi ng the Dagger. 


And know the reſt ur taught. 

Cal. Tunderſtand yOu, 

is bu it thus, and both are ſatisfy d. 

{ ve ef rs ts Ai 2 Scicl:o catches bold of ker arm. 
A moment, give me yet a moment's ſpace; 

The tern, the rigid judge h. a been obey'd; 

New nature, and che father claim their turrs; 

I have held the balance with an iron hand, 

And put off cry tender, human thovght, 
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To doom my child to death; but ſpare my eyes 
The moſt unnatural fight, left their ſtrings crack, 
My old brain ſplit, and 1 grow mad with horror. 

Cal. Ha! is it poflible ? and is chere yet 
Some little, dea remain ut love ard ' nderneſs, 

For poor, undone Cz, in your heart ? 

Sci. Oh! whenT think what pleaſure I took in thee, 
What jcys thou gav'it me in tEy prattling infancy, 
Thy ſprightly wit, and early bloowing beauty, 
How I have ſtood and ted my eyes upon thee, 
Then lifted up my hands, and wond ring bleſt thee; 
By my ſtrong grief, my heart ev'n melis within me, 
I cou'd curſe nature, and that tyrant honour, 
For making me thy father, and thy judge; 
Thou art my daughter ſtill. 

Cal. For that kind word, 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the earth; 
Weep on your feet, and bleſs you for this goodneſs: 
Oh! 'tis too much for this offending wretch, 
This parricide, that murders with her crimes, 
Shortens her father's age, and cuts him off, 
E'er little more than half his years be number'd. 

Sci. Wou'd it were otherwiſe—but thou muſt die. 

Cal. That I muſt die! it is my only comfort: 
Death is the privilege of human nature, 

And life without it were not worth our taking; 

Thither the poor, the pris'ner, and the mourner, 

Fly for relic, and lay their burdens down, 

Come then, and take me now to thy cold arms, 

Thou meagre ſhade; here let me breath my laft, 
Charm'd with my father's pity and forgiveneſs, 

More than if angels tun'd their golden viols, 

And ſung a & quirm to my parting foul. (ma; 

Sci. Jam ſummon'd hence, e er this my friends expect 
There 15 | know not what of ſad preſage, 

That tells me, I ſhall never fee thee more; 
If it be fo, this is our lai farewel, 
And theſe the parting pangs which nature feels, 


When. 


: 
: 
' 
1 
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When anguiſh rends the heart ſtrings—oh! my davoh. 
ter! (Exit Scivito, 

Cal. Now think thou, curſt Cd *a, now behold 
The deſolation, horror, blood, and ruin, 

Thy crimes. and fail folly fpread around, 
That loudly cry for vengeance on thy dead; 
Yet heav'n, who knows our weak, imperfect natures, 
How blind with paſt: ons, and how' prone to evil, 
Makes not too ſtrict inquiry for offences, 
But is aton'd by penitence and pray'r : 
Cheap recompence ! here ty ould not be receiv'd, 
Nothing but blood can make the expigtion, 1 
And cleanſe the foul from inbred, deep pollution. 
And ſee, anocher irjur'd wretch is come, 
To all for juitice from my tardy hand. 

Ertcr Altamont, 

Alt. Hail to you horrors! hail thon houſe of death 
And thou the lovely miſtreſs of theſe hade: 
Vhote beauty gilds the more than midni, 
And wakes it grateful as the dawn of diy, 
Oh! Take me in a fel'ow-mourner with ice, 

I'll number groan for groan, and tear for teur; 
And when the fountain cf thy eyes are dry, 
Mine ſhall ſupply the ſtream, and weep ſar both 
Cal. I know thee well, thou art the iniut'd een 


- ea ws bn TY 


1 


TE 


© + 


Thou com'ſt to urge me with the wrongs 
thee; 

But know I ftand upon the brir * of life, 

Ard in a moment mean to ſet me 

From ittame, and thy upbraiding 

Alt. Fallly, falſty 

Do thou zcculk me; when did I compial 

Or murmur at my fate? For thee Ihre 

Forgot the te ap, oa of Itilien Futbands 

And tongdrefs has prevail'd upon 

I bor: my load of infamy with patience 

As holy men lo punih mente from tan 

Nor thought it hard. beca. © it came from thee, 
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Cal. Oh! Altamont, tis hard for ſouls like mine, 
Haughty and fierce, to yield they have done amiſs ; 
But oh ! behold my proud, diſdainful heart, 

Bends to thy gentler virtue ; yes, I own, 
Such is thy truth, thy tenderneſs and love. 
Such are the graces that adorn thy youth, 
That were I not abandon d to deſtruction, 
With thee I might have liv'd, for ages bleſt, 
And dy'd in peace within thy faithful arms. 

Alt. Then happineſs is ſtill within our reach; 
Here let rememberance loſe our paſt misfortunes, 
Tear all records that hold the fatal ſtory ; 

Here let our joys begin, from hence go on 
In long ſucceſſive order. 

Cal. What! in death: 

Alt. Then art thou fix'd to die But be it ſo, 
We'll go together, my advent'rous love 
Shall follow thee to thoſe uncertain beings ; 
Whether our lifeleſs ſhades are doom'd to wander, 
In gloomy groves, with diſcontented ghoſts. 

Or whether thro' the upper air we fleet, 
And tread the fields of light, fill I'll purſue thee, 
Till fate ordains that we ſhall part no more. 

Cal. Oh no] heav'n has ſome better lot in ſtore 
Tocrown thee with ; live, and be happy long ; 
Live for ſome maid that ſhall deſerve thy goodneſs, 
Some kind unpractis'd heart, that never yet 
Has liſten'd to the falſe ones of thy ſex, 

Nor known the arts of ours; ſhe {hall reward thee, 
leet thee with virtues equal to thy own, 
Charm thee with ſweetneſs, beauty, and with truth, 
Ee bleſs'd in thee alone, and thou in her. 
Enter Horatio, 

Her. Now mourn indeed, ye miſerable pair, 
For now the meaſure of your woes is full. 

Lit. What doſt thou mean, Heoratie ? 

Her. Oh! "tis dreadful : | 
The great, the good Sciolto dies this moment, 

Cal. My father | 

Ait. That's a deadly ſtroak indeed. 


Har. 
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Har. Not long ago he privately went forth, Le 
Attended but by few, and thoſe unbidden; 
I heard which way he took, and Arai: pur ſu'd him, 
But found him compaſs d by Zatharis's faction, 
Almolt alone, awidlt a croud of focs; 
Too late we brought him aid, aud drove them back; A 
E'er that his frantick valour had provok'd T 
The death he ſeem d to with for tem their ſwords. p. 
Cal. And dolt thou bear me yet, thou patient earth ? T 
V 
þ 
1 


Doſt thou not labour wich my mud rous we gh! 
And you ye glittting heav'niy Lie of Stars, 
Hide your fair heads in clouds, or ! mall bull you, 1 


n For 1 am all contagion, death, ud run, 

| And ature lickeas at me; reit . on World, 

This parricide ſtall be thy plague no more; f 
[| Thus, thus, 1 fct thee free. (Stab: Link 7. 1 


Hor, O! fatal raſhneſs. | 
Alt. Thou did. t inſtruct me well; to lengthen life, 
Is but to trifle now. 
(Altamont e to Lill bin:/./f; Horatio prevents 
im, aud wreſts his fer from him. | 
Hor. Ha! what means 
The franick A/ramont ? ſome foe to man 
Has breath'd in ev'ry breaſt coutzyious fury, 
| Ar.d epidemick madneis. 
Enter Sciolto, pale and Lioody, ſufferted ty fer wants. 
Cal. Oh my heart! 
Well may 'it thou fail, for ſee the ſpring that fed 
ily vital ſtream is waſted, anc runs low. 
My father! will you now at laſt forgive me, 
If after all my crimes, and all your eff ir gs, 
] call you once again by that dear name ? 
Will you forget my ſhame, ard thoſe vide v/Ounge, 
Liſt up your hand, and bleſs nic ere 1 go 
Lown to my dark abcde. 
Sci. Alas! my daughter 
Thou haſt raſſily ventur d in a Rormy ſea, 
Where life, fame, virtue, all were wreck'd and loft ; 
But ſure thou haſt born thy part in all the anguifl., 
And ſmarted with the pain, then ic ia peace, 


— —— ü? —-— 


Let 
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Let ſilence and oblivion hide thy name, 

And ſave thee from the malice of poſterity ; 

And may'lt thou find from heav'n the ſame forgiveneſs, 
As with thy father here—die, and be happy. 

Cal. Celeſtial ſounds ! peace dawns upon my ſoul, 
And ev'ry pain grows lefs.—Oh ! gentle Altamont, 
Think not too hardly of me when l'm gone, 

Put pity me had I but early known 
Thy wond'rous worth, thou excellent young man, 
We had been bappier both: Now tis too late, 
And yet my. eyes take pleaſure to behold thee, 
Thou art their laſt dear object mercy heav'n! 
(She ales. 

At. Cold! dead and cold! and yet thou art not chang'd, 
But lovely {till ! hadft thou a thouſand faults, 

What heart ſo hard, what virtue ſo ſevere, 
Bit at that beauty mult of force relented, 
Melted to pity, love, and to forgiveneſs ? 

Sci Oh! turn thee from that fatal object; Altamont, 

Come near. and let me bleſs thee e'er I die. 

To thee and brave Horatio I bequeath 

My fortunes. —Lav me by thy noble father, 

And love my memory as thou has done his, 

For thou haſt been my ſon—Oh ! gracious heav'n ! 


Thou that haſt endleſs blefiings {till in tore, 


e 


For virtue, and for filial piety, 
Let grief, diſgrace, and want be far away, 
But inultiply thy mercies on his head ; 
Let honour, greatneſs, goodneſs, ſtill be with him. 
And peace in all his ways (He dies. 
Alt. Take, take it all; 
To thee, Hergtio, I reſign the gift, 
While I purſue my father and my love, 
And find my only portion in the grave. 
Hor. The ſtorm of grief bears hard upon his youth, 
And bends him like a drooping flower to earth. | 
Raule mm, and bear him in. 


(Altamont 7s carried of. 


By 
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By ſuch examples are we taught to prove, 
The ſorrows that attend unlawful love. 

Death, or ſome worſe misfortune, ſoon divide 
The injur'd bridegroom from his guilty bride : 
If you would have the nuptual union laſt, 

Let virtue be the bond that ties it faſt. 


( Excunt ems, 


. 


